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1975 was the year | discovered that | was not alone In my appreclation of an old sclence fiction 
sertes called STAR TREK. With the publication of STAR TREK LIVES and the NEW VOYAGES anthologies 
that year, | was Incurably Infected and knew | Just had to flnd more of this nifty fan fiction. 
Easter sald than done -- my first quertes were met with, "Sorry, that zine's out of print." It took 
more than a year of searching and scrounging before | finally hooked Into the publishing network 
(remember, those were the days before DATAZINE and UNIVERSAL TRANSLATOR = all | had to work with 
was a very out-of-date STAR TREK WELCOMMITTEE DIRECTORY). I soon began to notice several authors 
who stood out head and shoulders above the rest -- and Ginna LaCrolx was one of thems her name on 
a story assured a most pleasurable read. And thanks to long-time collectors such as Sandra Gent 
and Ruth Brelsinger, who allowed me to borrow thelr zines'by the double armload, | was able to soak 


up many of GIinna's out-of-print stories. All along | thought It a shame that such a rich ouvre was, not 


avallable to all fans — and thus was born the concept of TREK ENCORE (originally simply ENCORE, 
but a Mel Gibson anthology beat us to that title). 

Little did we at IN CASE OF EMERGENCY PRESS realize what a task we had undertaken! Pat Friedman 
has served yeoman duty at her computer, feeding It each and every page of these three volumes -- 
she had no Inkling of the work ahead when she Innocently volunteered to "do some typing" for us. 
And Marte Wallick has been Invaluable by giving us access to her mint condition collection of vintage 
zInes — and thanks are owed to all the other San Diego readers who dove Into closets and attics 
searching their collections for us. Usually proofreading Is a real chore, but In this case It was 
a genutne pleasure to read and reread these stories. Thanks also to Kim Knapp and Julle Cabler for 
thelr share of time In proofing -- which was gauged not by the number of pages, but by the Inches 
of thickness ("I'll have the last 3" back to you tomorrow"). 

We must also express our gratitude to the editors who have granted permission for reprinting 
many of the storles and poetry In thts collection. Further ahead Is a IIst of those editors who 
are still actively publishing, Including their zines which are still In progress. 

|f fan reception to the concept of TREK ENCORE Is encouraging, we hope to amass other retro- 
spectives of fan writers. We welcome recommendations from our readership of writers they would 
Itke to see reprised In thls manner. 

Happy reading, 


Vel Jaeger 
EDITOR 





From the Author 





A word from the author? Yipes, I've never written a word unless I've been hiding behind Kirk 
and Spock! 

Like everyone who writes, there are a few people who must take most of the credit. First — 
Carol Frisble, for taking the time to patiently explain to a first time writer why, In "Invasion" 
she couldn't destroy every starship In the Fleet — and for always pushing for better stories. Second, 
-- Merle Decker. You all know her artwork, and so much of It has made my stories better than they 
are. Who can forget her I[llo In "Reckoning" of a dying Kirk held In Spock's arms. A non-Trek friend 
said of It that she_had never seen such love expressed In a drawing, and | agree. Merle's name should 
also be on "Truths" — a story we hashed out on a midnight drive back from New York and who gave 
Its first editing comment — "It's got a beginning and an ending, but you forgot the middle!" Third 
— Ruth Brelsinger — for being there. Lastly to all the nutty editors who take on the agony of 
producing the zines In which our works are printed. Without you, we wouldn't be — and think of 
how much money we would have saved!! 

Vel suggested a small history of some of the stories. 1! seem to write differently from most 
people, having no preconcelved [dea before starting of what I'm going to write about. The only con- 
crete Idea Is a "hurt" (mostly for Kirk — he Is so beautiful when he Is dirty, bloody, and exhausted 
— my Spock tends to sit there stoically and say, "There Is no pain ...") or a "quote." That's why 
| can't get past the short story format. | don't know what's going to happen either. |! get so In- 
volved as | scribble along that | can't stand [It any more and finish so | can find out what happens! 
I'm afraid I'm never going to write the great American novel. For example, "Safe Haven" was supposed 
to be a happy shore leave story, but when | discovered men plotting against poor Kirk on page one, 
| knew | had falled. 

"The Human Tear" arrived out of a humn book found at the National Cathedral. "Breaking Point"? 
was originally a very long farce, written when Carol Frisble complained no one was writing hurt/com- 
fort any more. At that time Its titie was "| Don't Feel Very Good" or "{ Assure You, Doctor, | Am 
Perfectly All Right" or "Why Won't Anyone Ever Listen To Me." In It everybody got hurt. The story 
also received the best editing comment I've ever had: "It has to be shortened by about twelve pages, 
but don't take anything out!" "The Christmas Tree" was written during Hurricane David,which won 
me the "Landru Award for IIlogic" at the Volkers' New Year's Eve party. 

| often write to relleve my frustrations. After blowing a piston rod through the engine_of 
my car one Christmas, did | get mad? No, | sat down and made Kirk a drug addict In "Images." "The 
OUtsider" turned up when everybody else went off to a convention and | had to stay home and work. 

Everyone has their favorite story and thelr own reasons for It, Just as I'm sure most writers 
secretly dislike much of what they have done. I'm no different. I! have a very special place In 
my heart for "Breach". a story written years ago with probably more emotion than anything else I've 
done. Even now, It stands the test of time and | still love It. 1! hope each of you finds something 
of equal value In the following pages, and enJoy reading It as much as | have writing Iteoe. 
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You lie sleeping at last, 

Tossled hair and outstretched aras 

Underlining your youth. 

You are young, 

How easy it is to forget that fact 

Since so sany depend so auch on your strength. 

You stir and I hold ay breath 

In fear of waking you. 

You need sleep, you need tise to heal 

Froa this last terrible hurt. 

Surely you have been hurt sore than duty requires, 
This last tise worst of all. 

You toss your blankets in your restless soves, 

I stand and pick thea off the floor, 

Waiting until you are peaceful before replacing thea. 
I see you now as | did that first tie so long ago. 
You case with hia, 

And for a brief aoment, I thought that Mitchell was you 
Since he looked older, wiser, 

And, yes, aore serious. 

It was then that I saw the braid 

And lifted hidden, astonished eyes to your face 
And saw what I had first eissed... 

Confidence, authority, ability 

Behind the boyish aask. 

I found you hard to understand, 

I knew you were trying to understand ae, 

Making no judgaent, 

And atteapting to accept se as | was... 

And failing. 

I made you angry for telling the truth 

Since Mitchell was your friend. 

But the ship was your responsibility 

find for that, he had to die, 

And he died by your hand. 

I had seen huaans hurt before 

And had not let their emotions touch ay sind. 

But I was thare when you beased aboard, 

You said only, "Gary’s dead." 

But your heart was crying and I felt your anguish. 


That was the first tine I had ever tried to reach another 
When I said J felt for hia too. 

And you seeped to understand. 

It stayed like that for a tine, 

Then you were forced to eeet yoursel 

In a way few een ever would. 

And | knew 

Even as I stood by the eassive engines 

And watched you face your double, 

I saw in your eyes the unbelieving look 

That is often eirrored in ey soul. 

I tried to warn you, 

To help you understand what you were facing, 

And the pain it brought 

Forcing you to face the truth hurt. 

But you trusted ee, 

And looked to ee for support. 

No one had ever done that before. 

It was then that I knew I was needed, 

And your thanks covered a eultitude of eeotions. 

Your understanding of ey warring sides 

Made existence easier after that, 

I found I did not have to fight eyself so auch, 

At tiees I could let eyself becoae what I was, 

Not what I was trying so desperately to be. 

I think your full understanding case 

On Tantalus V, 

In that rooe... 

Alone. 

The words were spoken: 

"It’s hard to believe a ean could die of loneliness.* 
I felt a cold grip at ey heart as I heard your answer: 
"Not when you’ve sat in that rooa." 

I thought no one else could ever know that aloneness. 
I alaost reached out then, 

Alaost broke ey rigid rule of never touching, 

Aleost exposed ayself for others to see, 

But then you looked at ee 

And your eyes let ae know that you understood now, 
And that we would never be alone again. 

I aleost sailed, the relief was so great, 

But when I turned away, unable to give in to ey huean half, 
You understood. 

"Leave any bigotry in your quarters, 

There’s no room for it on the bridge!" 

Silence echoed as everyone carefully kept his attention on his work. 
You cossitted yourself then, 

You had reached out your hand to ee and now everyone knew it. 
You weren’t afraid to say 1 was your friend, 

And you dared anyone who abused it. 

I couldn’t answer, 

No one had ever cared before... 

Until you. 

That friendship had led us far, 

And held us together during tiees when by ourselves 


The crushing burdens would have proved too auch. 

They tried to destroy you over Finney, 

They aleost succeeded. 

I felt ay world crashing down along with yours, 

Yet we proved them wrong. 

How hard I fought to protect you from the pain the Guardian had inflicted. 
"Don’t love her, Jia, she has to die!" 

I knew you weren’t hitting out at ae as we waited for the tiae. 
You were trying to accept ay warnings 

As I tried to make the knowledge of her death easier to bear. 
But I didn’t...and it wasn’t. 

That is one tiee I failed. 

And barely had you tiae to heal from that when your brother also died. 
The pressures were building within 

And I did nothing but complicate the aatter. 

You were forced to sanage by yourself. 

For that I blage ayself, 

McCoy’s words still ring in ay ears: 

"Get your hands off hia, Spock. He’s dead!* 

And your face swaa into ay vision, 

The ahn woon wound round your neck, 

My guilty hand still holding it... 

And you. 

I wanted to die then, and J knew I would. 

"Live long and prosper, Spock,” she said. 

I cringed at the words..both she and I knew it would not happen. 
"I will do neither. I have killed ey Captain and ay friend." 
The word was out and J saw the look in T’Pau’s eyes. 

"Art thee Vulcan, or art thee huaan?® she had asked, 

And now I had given her ay answer. 

I have never forgiven ayself for what I did, 

But it sade ae face ay feelings, 

And understand thea, 

And accept. 

And you kept reaching out, trying to understand, 

Yet accepting when I could not come half way. 

"Captain, Asbassador Sarek and his wife are ay parents." 

You alaost sanaged to conceal your surprise, 

And asked no questions. 

For that I was grateful. 

Then you alaost gave your life for thea. 

I should not have let you take command, 

McCoy told ae after just how badly hurt you really were, 

But you shrugged it off with a grin when I tried to thank you. 
Then I turned around and hurt you so badly when you were old. 
"You are no longer in command of this ship!* 

You were justified in throwing ae out... 

I did betray you. 

I rarely ever told you about ay feelings, 

Words are often so inadequate, 

But you needed assurance and J was the only one who could help. 
"A ship runs on loyalty...to one aan, 

And nothing can replace it, or hia.* 

I had aade ay choice, but was it a choice? 

Man...or aachine, 


Jia...we need you, 

I need you. 

You are not Kirok, you are Jaees 7. Kirk, 

And your wife and child are dead. 

I brought you that knowledge, 

All I could do was be there 

And let you know by ay presence that you were not alone. 
Tiae heals, 

But aeaories are hard to erase. 

"Captain, we aust get off this bridge!" 

Your strong hands clutched painfully at ay ares 

As you struggled with your devil. 

Your faith in ae allowed you to understand and regain control. 
I can still feel your hand on ay shoulder, 

And your words, “ay Vulcan friend.” 

From that aoment on it did not aatter what happened, 
For those words, so often heard 

Were finally expressed alone to ae. 

And, because of that, I tried to help, 

Although to take away a aeaory is wrong. 

I knew you loved her, 

Yet it was a reaction 

To the yet unhealed loss of your recent hurt... 
Nirimanee and her child. 

You would never have forgiven your part in her death. 
Her innocent love for you would be 

A aeaory you would not have been able to bear, 

So I let you 

Forget. 

But there is nothing I can do to protect you from this. 
What hell aust you have passed through 

Before ay aind reached out and discovered you in her. 
I understand you well enough to know 

You would never have accepted what she had forced you to becoee. 
Sone things are eore alien than others, 

But this aost of all. 

She stripped you of yourself, 

Made you sosething you could never be. 

"I never aeant to hurt her,” you said. 

For what she had done to you 

You could still say that! 

I answered that we understocd, 

But we never can, 

Nor can we forgive. 

So now you lie here, . 

Sleep restlessly fighting the horror of reality... 
You will heal, ay friend, 

Together we shall face sore unknowns, 

Hore dangers, aore horrors, 

And because we are together 

They will be possible to face, 

And accept. 

Because of you...! aa. 





Lt. Comaander Leonard McCoy was in a towering rage. Never in his life had he been as angry, as blindly hating 
as he was now. All the waeks of gut tearing sorrow hidden under the professional guise had let rip and he exploded, 
Tashing out at the one person left who had shared with hia something - someone ~ very precious. But that priceless 
soeeone was no longer there, there was nothing ieft of that tenuous thread which had once stretched froma hia to the 
Vulcan through that comaon bond. That delicate link had stretched back again as long as that special entity stood 
as the focal point. 

Froa the aoment he declared Jases T. Kirk dead, Spock had withdrawn. He had instantly bacome the Vulcan McCoy 
had seen when he had first been assigned to the Enterprise. : 

There was no eaotion, no grief shown. The Enterprise had taken the body of her Captain back to Earth. Spock 
had attended the ceremonies alaost as a detached observer who had better things to do but knew that these 
aeaningless cereaonies required his attention. 

The orders finally caee through ~- Spock was to assuee teeporary command of the Enterprise until Starfleet had 
time to assign a new Captain. Kirk’s death had bean so swift, so sudden, so unexpected at such an early age that 
Coeeand had no one waiting in the wings. Spock had accepted his orders with no coement - he alaost seeaed to expect 
thea. 

McCoy watched hia as he struggled with his own grief, as the rest of the Enterprise crew struggled with 
theirs, all soeehow hoping it was only a grisly nighteare from which they would somehow awake - only they never 
would. 

Never once did Spock aention Kirk. Never cnce did he go near his quarters. During his duty hours he was coldly 
efficient, outwardly unaffected by what had happened. The ship ran seoothly under his direction but the crew 
reacted by habit, not by loyalty. Whatever spark of aagic that had flowed while Kirk was in comaand was gone. 
Spock did not comment on it, nor did he do anything to try to inspire the crew to turn to hia. He ran his ship aa 
an autoaated eachine. There was no life in his coemand, 

The eore McCoy watched hia, the sore concerned he was in spite of hieself. Spock desperately needed to talk to 
soeeone but his aloof eanner now kept hia far away from everyone on the Enterprise. Only with Kirk had Spock ever 
allowed hiaself to relax, to share his life. And because of his shared friendship and knowing how auch Kirk had 
loved Spock, McCoy felt responsible for this cold, silent aan. He knew he didn’t count Spock as a friend - it was 
only because of their shared passion for one James T. Kirk that their paths had ever crossed. With hia gone, those 
paths had quickly parted. 

//Jia would try to do something for hia,// eused McCoy from the depths of the brandy bottle that had been 
seeing hia through the evening as it had seen hia through so any evenings over the past weeks. Scotty had his 
scotch, Chekov his vodka, and McCoy his brandy - three drowning en clinging to a last reanant of hope in a aeaning- 
less world. 

Spock was standing in front of the food processor waiting for his eeal. As far as McCoy could tell, he only 
went through the aotions~ except for a seal! amount of plomeek soup, the Vulcan had not eaten since the Enterprise 
had left Earth. 

//Daan stupid way for a commanding officer to act,// thought McCoy as he picked up his glass and bottle and cut 
through the rooe, arriving at the seall table at the sase instant as Spock. 

"I’m joining you.” 

Spock’s eyebrow rose slightly but he @ade no comment. Thay sat, McCoy refilling his glass and Spock toying 


with his soup. 

"Well, are you going to eat it or build castles with it? 

Cold, dark eyes surveyed McCoy with distaste. ‘You, Doctor, are drunk.° 

"Not yet, Spock, but J do intend on being so before the evening is out.° 

"Then, Doctor, I suggest you say what you have cose to say before you let your aental faculties go altogether." 

McCoy felt his anger rise but he refused to give in. Jia would want hia to look after this cold sachine of a 
person. 

"Spock, you’ve got to let go.° 

If it were possible, Spock’s eyes grew colder. ‘From watching you, Doctor, I was under the iepression you were 
doing just that for the benefit of the entire crew.* 

They stared at each other with dislike. 

"You’re aan, Spock. You have lost probably the only person you will ever know who loved you and accepted 
you. Grief is a reaction, soaething to be shed by a friend for a friend..." 

There was no flicker of betrayal on the face, but the brown eyes darkened slightly and the voice was deeper 
when he answered. "What J shared with the Captain J shared with hie alone, Doctor. We is no longer a factor in ay 
life. I am Captain of the Enterprise and as such as your coasanding officer. Your relationship with ae is asa 
aedical officer, not a poking, prying fool who uses his eedical degree as a cattle prod looking for tiny cracks in 
another aan’s life. There was a tiee I didn’t object because a friend asked ae-not to. As your comsanding officer 
I am ordering you to leave ee alone or be ready to explain to the Surgeon General’s Office and Starfleet Coesand why 
you are deliberately interfering with the smooth functioning of a starship. You would get transferred out of here 
$0..." : 

It was then that McCoy exploded. All the weeks of tension tore loose years of sisaering frustrations and 
hurts. All those tiees he had watched Kirk turn to Spock, counting on hia, needing hia, giving so @uch, asking sa 
little. 

Spock sat silent as McCoy threw all the hurt the Vulcan had piled on Kirk - deserting the ship for Leila, 
alaost killing Kirk on Vulcan, helping Stocker take the Enterprise out fro under hia, all the tiees he had = with- 
drawn when Kirk needed a friend, 

By the tise he had finished tears of pain and loss, of frustration and anger, were running down McCoy’s face. 
Spock waited to aake sure he had finished, then glanced over to where Chekov and Scotty were sitting in open-aouthed 
astonishaent. 

"fr. Scott, I believe the doctor is in need of assistance to get to his quarters. I would appreciate it if you 
would accoapany hia there.° 

Scotty was on his feet in an instant. Chekov got up uncertainly, then followed the other two sen out of the 
~ voor. Spock watched thea go, then glanced down at the knife he had been holding in his hand, the knife that wae 
bent double and covered with green blood. He straightened it out and staunched the flow of blood from the pale of 
his hand. 

Scotty juggled McCoy to his quarters in silence. He didn’t know what had started the tirade but he was close 
to tears hiaself. He keenly felt Kirk’s loss and privately he grieved for the young friend and cosaander. When on 
duty he somehow remained the sase friendly, efficient person, father figure to his engineering section, and it took 
all the strength he possessed to pull it off. He got McCoy onto the bed, then leaned back against the partition, 
rubbing his hand across his wet eyes. 

"Daan it, Scotty, why can’t he feel? Jia valued hie so euch, loved hia, needed hia. Why can’t he aourn his 
loss?° . 

*Spock’s not like us, Doctor, you know that better than anyone. Grief’s not his way." 

"He’s human, Scotty, a lot sore huaan than he’]1 adsit. I’ve seen it, you’ve seen it..." 

"Doctor, I’ve know Spock a long tine. It strikes ee he’s first and last a Vulcan. Like any of us when wa’re 
hurt, he’s retreating - he’s returning to his Vulcan training. What was it he said to you that day? ‘We've 
disposed of esotion...’ Maybe that’s the only way he can deal with his grief..." 

"He’s too cold to have grief..." 

*That’s not fair, Doctor. Give hia a chance...° 

"Hell, now you’re starting to sound like Kirk. How many chances can one man have? How eany excuses will 
people give hie before they finally face up to what an eaotional cripple he really is?" 

Scotty stood looking at McCoy for a few minutes, knowing that anything he said would be refuted. McCoy's 
bitterness would not be denied. 

"I’ve got to go. You sure you’l] be all right?* 


A seal! saile crossed McCoy’s face. “Yeah, thanks, Scotty. I's sorry I blasted you. Spock just gets ew riled 
up so easily.° _ 

"Aye, well, take it easy..." 

McCoy sat staring at the closed door thinking about what Scotty had said. Was he really being unfair to 
Spock? Was he really that different? Then he shook his head. Next to Kirk he felt he understood Spock better than 
anyone else - and he was a cold efficient aachine. 


Had McCoy seen Spock, he would have instantly changed his aind. Alone in his quarters, his door locked against 
the prying outer world, Spock sat in huddled aisery on his bed, his thin shoulders shaking as the soundless sobs 
racked his body. 

Somehow, until tonight, he had kept control. Somehow he had aade it through the terrible shock of Kirk’s 
death, the long journey to Earth and the emotion charged cereaonies that that planet had accorded hia. By calling 
on every ounce of Vulcan control he had aade it. When the orders caae from Starfleet that he take teaporary 
coaaand, he had aleost refused but could not think of any excuse which would be accepted, so had accepted the 
assignaent. 

Each day was painful aeaory. The ship - Kirk’s ship - so faailiar, so alien now that he was gone. Around 
every corner he expected to see Kirk, everytiae the turbolift doors opened he expected hia to step out. Every 
aoment of every day brought aeaories of hia, reainders of hia. Every aosent of every day aade it harder to accept 
his loss. By rigidly holding on, by desperately trying to do none of the things he had shared with Kirk, by 
visiting few of the places where his aeaory reaained strong, Spock had aanaged to function in a very liaited way. 
He knew none of the crew understood what he was doing, what he was going through. Many of thea turned away froe hie 
now, unable to forgive the cold acceptance that the Vulcan had accorded Kirk’s death. And until tonight it hadn’t 
bothered hia. 

Tonight McCoy had broken hie, The hurt and agony of his words had rippad open the fragile casing of Spock’s 
feelings and the grief flooded through. He could do nothing to control it. The tears flowed endlessly, the raw 
aaotions of his coabined YVulcan/Huaan heritage were free at last. 

"Hey, Mister, don’t you think that’s enough?° 

Spock froze in aid-sob, not quite believing his ears, the voice echoing around the room, the all-too-faailiar 
voice. : 
Taking a slightly hiccuping breath, Spock berated hiaself in a low voice. ‘"That’s what you get, you half-huean 
freak, for letting your egotions run away with you. Now you’re hallucinating. Great thing for a cossanding 
officer to do. Delight McCoy to no end if he finds out. Come on, get a grip on yourself!" 

Dragging a blue sleeve across his eyes, he slowly stood up. 

"Don’t you think you should get that hand attended to? That’s a pretty nasty looking cut." 

The voice was as Clear as a bell and aost definitely belonged to Jaaes T. Kirk. Spock turned around and looked 
into the next rooa, looked at Kirk who was sitting on the edge of the desk, a slight saile on his face. 

"You could probably get M’Benga if you don’t want Bones to look at it..." 

Spock stood frozen to the spot, his eyes slowly traveling the length of Kirk’s body, then back to his face, 
back to the concerned hazel eyes. for an eternity they locked gazes, then finally Spock spoke. 

"Strain often creates illusion..." 

The saile faded froa Kirk’s face. "If that’s what you wish.’ 

"That’s what has to be." 

Kirk nodded and stood up. “Nonetheless, Spock, that hand needs to be treated.’ 

Spock looked down at his hand, at the still gaping slash left by the knife. When he looked up again, he was 


alone. * 


When Spock walked into the Sickbay, all signs of eaotion had been cleared off his face. He was shaken by what 
had happened, shaken by the apparent desperate turn his eaotions had taken hia and deterained not to let it happen 
again. He had seen huaans occasionally react like this under stress, but he was a Vulcan... 

"Do you need soaething, Mr. Spock?" 

He alaost juaped at Nurse Chapel’s voice. He had been so engrossed he had not heard her cose in. 

"I have injured ay hand and have dag@aged some nerves leading to the extreaities. I would like Dr. M’Benga to 
look at it." 

If Christine thought his request for McCoy’s assistant an unusual one, she said nothing. Within a short while 
M’ Benga was working on the injury. When he finished he put an aircast over Spock’s hand. 


"I want to keep it iemobilized for forty-eight hours, Kr. Spock, to give thet nerve graft a good chance to take 
hold. I’m afraid you'll have to eake do with your left hand.‘ 

"Only a einor inconvenience, Doctor, Vulcans are aebidextrous.® Spock walked out leaving M’Benga shaking his 
head. Spock alweys had an answer for everything. 

Briefing Roca 6 was eepty a& Spock had hoped. He sat at the opposite end of the table froa where Kirk always 
Sat and activated the cosputer. He asked for all inforeation concerning stress and its coeplications, especially 
concerning hallucinations. It took along tiee to get through the different complications and their patterns. 
Finally Spock Ieaned back in his chair, his question still not answered to his satisfaction. 

"Frustrating, isn’t it?® 

Spock’s head snapped up. Kirk was sitting in his usual place, hands folded, eyes gravely fixed on his First 
Officer. 

"Glad to see you did sceething about your hand, though. M’Benga?° 

Spock nodded slowly. 

"You've been fighting with McCoy, haven’t you?" 

Spock got to his feet. ‘This is ridiculous, I cannot sit here and talk with an hallucination! 

"Spock, you’ve got to talk with soeeone...° 

Brown eyes held faeiliar hazel ones, so full of understanding and coepassion. 

"Wo! No, you’re not really here!® Spock aleost ran out of the briefing rooe, colliding with a couple of 
creween who were walking past. They looked after his swiftly retreating figure in astonisheent, then into the eapty 
briefing room, wondering what it was that the Vulcan was running froe. 

When Spock appeared on the bridge the next eorning the strain was evident. No longer was he the cold 
coeeander. Now the brown eyes were haunted, the hand holding the report had acre than e slight tresble, the 
shoulders were no longer raerod straight. Chekov and Sulu exchanged glances and raised eyebrows. Uhura resisted a 
wild urge to put her ares around the suffering figure. 

"ir. Spock, we are approaching an interstellar dust cloud..." 

"Sensor readings, Mr. Chekov. Mr. Sulu, seall enough to go around?° 

"I doubt if it’s worth it, Mr. Spock. It’s shifting its eass at incredible speed.’ 

"Mr. Spock, sensors show it’s partially ionized. There could be instrueent joss if we go through..." 

"Opinion, Ar. Sulu?® 

"There are no charted bodies in this sector, Mr. Spock. 1 don’t see any reason to alter course. A nice 
straight line will] take us through.’ : 

"IT agree. Carry on, Ar. Sulu." 

"Your screens should be up, Spock. It’s not like you to take unnecessary risks." 

Spock turned astonished eyes to Kirk who was standing beside the comaand chair. Uhura, turning in her chair to 
Say soeething to hie was silenced by the sight of the Vulcan staring at absolutely nothing. Perplexed, she glanced 
around but no one else was watching Spock. 

"T agree a dust cloud presents no unusual danger but Chekov said there was ionization - that’s unusual and 
unusual can spell danger...” Kirk’s eyebrows rose in silent question. 

Spock continued staring for several seconds, then just as Uhura finally opened her eouth to speak to hie, he 
turned to Scotty. “Put shielding on eaxieue, Mr. Scott. 

"Sir?" Scotty couldn’t quite believe his ears. 

"A precaution, Mr. Scott. We will not be able to see clearly and possibly will not be able to feel our way 
accurately. I, for one, do not want to buap into anything. ° 

Scotty shook his head but his hand obeyed with no question. Uhura turned back to her board, her words unsaid, 
confusion strong in her eind. 

The asteroid shower had been well hidden by the dust cloud. The ionized particles caused by the seashed rocks 
had the instrueents registering only confusion. If their shields had not been up they would have been crushed. It 
was a shaken crew that eeerged on the other side. The ship had received a pounding but the shields stopped any 
serious daeage. 

Spock slowly got to his feet. “Lt. Uhura, infore Starfleet of the location of that dust cloud and the danger of 
the concealed asteroid shower. fir. Scott, you have the con. I shal] be in ey quarters if you should need ee.” 

"Aye, sir.” 

Spock’s hands tightened convulsively on the auto-handle as the turbolift doors started to close and he saw Kirk 
leaning against the railing watching hie leave... 

* 


The red flame rose and fell, its flickering light al) that disturbed the peaceful darkness. Spock had sat for 
hours, uneoving, his eyes never leaving the dancing point of light as he fought to control his ever-increasing 
terror, that terror only a Vulcan can know when threatened with the loss of that which was all ieportant - the 
correct functioning of the eind. 

He finally made his decision. Slowly he stood up and took off the soft robe, pulling on the fagiliar blue 
shirt. For a eosent his hand traced the double stripe of his rank. Would that someday be two and a half rows of 
braid on a gold shirt? Would his life soeeday coee to that or would he reeain with two stripes on blue, with his 
loyalty tranaferred to yet another commanding officer? 

The Sickbay doors slid open in front of hie. He stopped in eosentary confusion. He had not been aware of 
aaking the short journey froa his quarters, even though he had intended to cone here. 

McCoy glanced up froe where he was perched on the bed recalibrating one of the diagnostic panels. His surprise 
slowly changed to concern when he saw Spock standing as if frozen to the spot outside the door. Uhura had spoken to 
hie of Spock’s unusual reaction on the bridge and had also told hia of Spock practically running over two crewaen 
outside Briefing Rooe 6. 

Finally he hopped off the bed. ‘Well, Mr. Spock, are you going to come in or are you just going to continue 
letting that draft blast past you?" 

Spock’s face lost its look of confusion and he slowly walked into the Sickbay. McCoy saw the signs of strain, 
the signs which had been eissing before, and seiled inwardly. Now they were getting somewhere. Spock wasn’t the 
superhuaan he thought he was. 

"Something I can do for you, Mr. Spock, besides offering an apology?" 

"Apology, Doctor?" Spock seemed genuinely confused. 

"For yelling at you the other night. I shouldn’t have done it. One ean’s grief is not necessarily another 
aan’s... Spock, you look terrible!® / 

Spock’s contro] was wavering, his pain open and obvious. 

"Here, you’d better sit down." 

McCoy guided the unresisting Vulcan to a chair. Spock sat grasping the edge of the chair as if it were the one 
concrete thing in his life. Finally his toreented eyes eet McCoy’s. 

"Doctor, I have been having trouble sleeping, I keep experiencing...” He hesitated, not knowing how to say 
what had been happening. °...I keep seeing..." . 

McCoy waited but Spock drew a shuddering breath and didn’t continue. 

"what do you see, Spock?" he asked gently. 

"I keep seeing ’things’, things that aren’t really there..." 

"when you’re sleeping?® 

Spock nodded. "And when I aa awake. Doctor, I ae responsible for this ship. To be effective I need to have a 
clear mind. Do you have something that can help?" 

"Exactly what do you see, Spock? Perhaps if I knew I would be able to help aore effectively." 

Spock looked at his hands which were gripping the chair so hard his knuckles were white. When he replied his 
voice was very low and unsteady. ‘What can’t possibly be there.° 

McCoy looked at hie oddly but Spock said nothing sore. Sighing, he went into the next rooe and got out a seal! 
bottle full of blue pills. 

"Here, these eight help. Take two before you go to bed, two when you get up.” 

He stood looking thoughtfully at the spot where Spock had sat for a long tiee after the Vulcan had left. He 
had rarely seen Spock so agitated, so nervous. Could he be cracking under the strain? He’d better keep a close 
check on hia. If the strain seemed any worse he would have to order a coeplete physical. Comeand had better hurry 
up with their new Captain... * 


Spock’s hand shook as he poured water into the glass. The pills lay on the table and he picked thea up, 
looking at thee uncertainly. A real Vulcan would not resort to such things, but then areal Vulcan would not be 
toreented by the visions he was having. His hand closed tight over the unwanted aedication. 

"Don’t take it if you don’t believe in it, Spock. You’ve said that to ae often enough." 

Spock whirled to see Kirk once again leaning against the desk. They faced each other in silence. 

Finally Spock turned away. ‘You are not real. You are a hallucination of a shattered eind!® 

"Is your aind really shattered, Mr. Spock?" 

Slowly Spock put the pills down along with the glass of water and looked back at Kirk. “Are you real?° 

A slight smile crossed Kirk’s face. "That’s open for discussion - I’a ready to abide by your decision.’ 


"On the bridge today...* 

"You were under unusual strain..." 

"You were there..." 

"If that’s what you wish to believe.° 

"You were there when I left...° 

"Was 17° 

"Why aa] the only one who sees you?" 

"Maybe the others don’t believe...° 

Spock stiffened, then he turned away. ‘This is ridiculous - the Vulcan eind is well ordered, logical, not 
Cluttered with the confused thoughts of hueans...° 

"Maybe that’s why,’ 

Spock stared at the red flaee. Finally he turned. ‘You will always be here?® 

Kirk nodded. ‘When you want ee, need ee, I’) be close by.” He smiled at Spock’s look of desperation. ‘Cheer 
up, Spock, look at the bright side - I could be McCoy!" 


He woke up to find hiesel¢ lying fully clothed on his bed. He rolled over stiffly and sat up. The glass of 
water was eapty, the pills gone. He didn’t reeeeber taking thea but he had just slept a solid eight hours for the 
first tiee since Kirk had died. 

He got to his feet and undressed, then turned the sonics up high and stood under their stinging, cleansing 
power. He couldn’t reeeeber if he had been awake or asleep when he had talked to Kirk. As he scrubbed hieself with 
a towel he looked at the container of pills McCoy had given hie. After he dressed, he took two out of the bottle 
and downed thee with a glass of water. He didn’t want Piagee vision arriving unannounced again. 


"Your hand’s healed very well, Ar. Spock. I’d try not to bang it for a few days, though, and be careful which 
way you point your knives froa now on." Spock’s withering glance just bounced off M’Benga. If interning on a 
Vulcan ward had not robbed hie of his sense of huaor, one half-Vulcan was certainly not about to. 

McCoy cage in as A’Benga was finishing up. He noted Spock’s aore relaxed figure with a clinical detachaent. 
//Mo eental breakdown ieeinent,// he thought with a stab of gratitude. No eatter what his differences with the 
Vulcan, he didn’t want to see hie broken. 

"Well, Mr. Spock, you’re looking hale and hearty this aorning. You eanage to sleep all right last night? 

Spock stood up, a guarded look on his face. “Yes, thank you, Doctor." 

"Make a pact with your devil, eh?" 

A slight shudder passed through Spock. ‘I don’t know, Doctor," he said in a very low voice. ‘I honestly don’t 
know. ° 

A look of surprise crossed McCoy’s face as Spock turned to leave, to be replaced with puzzleeent as he tried to 
eake sense of what Spock had said. * 


As the days passed the crew visibly relaxed. Spock was slowly returning to the ean they knew, not the cold 
stranger that had arrived with Kirk’s death. He began to notice little things, to occasionally coeplieent a job 
well done, to inquire into problees, and to consult with departeent heads concerning areas under their comaand. 
When he was faced with a situation where he did not know what to do, he found hiasel¢ asking how Kirk would have 
handled it. Usually he would reeeeber but when he didn’t the illusion that was Kirk would be there to reaind hia. 
At first Spock had been reluctant to follow any of the ’illusion’s’ suggestions until it was pointed out to hia that 
it wouldn’t hurt to try. So he had tried and it hadn’t hurt. And the crew seeeed grateful for the seall things 
which to hie seeaed totally unnecessary. 

"Glad to see you’re off that terrible diet of ploeeek soup, Mr. Spock,* said McCoy, putting his tray down. 
"Hind you, that stuff looks equally unappealing.” Spock glanced at the fried chicken on McCoy’s plate but said 
nothing. 

"I was looking at the chess board earlier. That’s quite a gaee you’ve got going with the coeputer.’ 

"Unfortunately it will end in a draw, Doctor, since the coeputer’s knowledge of chess equals ey om." 

"Ue, pity no one else on board can eatch you.* 

"I can...” 

Spock looked up startled to see Kirk standing behind HcCoy. 

"Wo, you can’t..." 

McCoy glanced up to see Spock looking at hie incredulously. He chuckled. ‘You’re darn tooting I can’t, and 
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you can wipe that ridiculous look off your face because I’a not even going to try!° 

Spock quickly looked down, fighting for control. 

"Well, Spock, how about it? 1’ve looked at the chess board, too, and J know I can beat the pants off you. 
I’]1) aeet you in the ree room after dinner.‘ 

Spock looked up again but Kirk was gone. 

"Spock, you'd batter tackle your dinner. I don’t know how you can swallow that stuff in the first place, but 
it aust be even worse when it’s cold and clagay,..° * 


Kirk was waiting for hia. Spock had aleost convinced hieself to go straight to his quarters, but couldn’t 
resist taking a look as he passed the rec rooe. 

"1’a all ready, Spock.° 

Spock looked around the room in desperation, but no one else was looking in his direction. 

"Come on, Spock, just because you know !’@ going to lick you is no reason to chicken out." 

Reluctantly, Spock sat down. For the first few aoves he squireed uncoafortably as Kirk took his tiee with each 
piece, studying various aoves, discarding those that wouldn’t work. Gradually Spock’s interest deepened until, as 
usual, he was grialy battling Kirk’s astoundingly illogical approach, and losing. 

Several hours passed before Spock finally leaned back and conceded defeat. The look of triusph in the hazel 
eyes brought forth the faeiliar crooked eyebrow. 

"So you beat yourself, Spock!* 

Spock jueped. He had not been aware of McCoy’s presence. He looked at the doctor coafortably draped over the 
chair, his head resting on his ares which were propped up on the back of the chair. 

"Not only beat yourself but kept up a rather gruapy one-sided conversation and practiced an until now unknown 
art of telekinesis..." McCoy’s eyebrows quirked but there was no answer from Spock, “Well,” said McCoy getting up, 
*] always aaintained chess was for oddballs. ‘Wight Spock.' 

For a long tiae Spock stared at the chess board, then looked up at Kirk who was looking at hia syapathetically. 

"He wouldn’t believe you, Spock.’ 

"Perhaps not, Captain, but I believe at some point he is going to have to be told.’ 

"Probably, but I wouldn’t worry about it until the situation arises. You'd better get to bed. I'l] tidy up 
here..." 

"Wo, you don’t! I have enough trouble on ey hands now with you aoving chess pieces around. It is bad enough 
to be accused of using telekinesis - 1 do not think { could explain things soving around by theaselves when no one 
is in the rooa.® 

Kirk chuckled at Spock’s aggrieved tone but he stood back and let the Vulcan set up the board, 


Unknown to Spock, McCoy had stopped by the Sickbay and pulled the Yulcan’s aedical file. He read through it 
very carefully but he knew he would not find what he was looking for. Spock had no latent telekinetic power. He 
closed the file and sat staring into space. x 


Spock was in his quarters when the aessage case through froe Starfleat. He was to continue in comaand until — 
the end of the five year aission which was only aonths away. When the crew was reshuffled, the new Captain would 
take over. A great deal of thought had been given to the idea of awarding Spock the captaincy, but after careful 
review of his record, it was decided that he had too often gone against direct Starfleet orders. They didn’t feal 
they could trust aship and crew to hie. However, if in the coming aonths he proved hiaself an extraordinary 
leader, they were willing to re-evaluate their position. 

"Daened bureaucrats!" 

Spock started. He had not realized that Kirk had been standing behind hie, 

"They can’t see past the noses on their faces or the print in their books. They’ve got the best aan in the 
Fleet right at their fingertips and they say he’s not qualified!* 

"Jia, I don’t want to comeand...* 

The hazel eyes softened. ‘Maybe you don’t want command, Spock, but rejection still hurts." 

Spock looked away, unable to aeet those eyes which always saw the truth. 

"Anyway, between the two of us we can run your new Captain ragged if he’s a pain in the ass..." 

"Jial® 

Kirk grinned. ‘All right, I know when I’@ not wanted...” 


* 


VW 


After McCoy’s experience with the chess gama, he started watching Spock closely. Most tiaes the Vulcan seesed 
rational enough, only occasionally did he find Spock talking to hiaself and only once did he see hie using 
telekinesis. Sut that once involved three helpings of ice creas, all of which he threw at hiaself, all of which he 
@anaged to duck, and all of which plastered McCoy. He anaged to let it pass although Spock was unable to give a 
coherent reason for what had occurred. It took al] his willpower to hold his laughter as Kirk stood folded in 
hysteria at the sight of the eulti-colored ice creas dripping down the enraged doctor. 

Things finally cama to a head when McCoy found Spock in earnest conversation with the corridor wall. He stood 
just at the edge of the corridor and listened in astonishaent as Spock argued the iaperative need of cospiling data 
on the solar flares in sector 325, He apparantly seeeed to think the wall was answering since he would listen in 
silence before taking up the arguaent again. 

Finally McCoy could take no gore. ‘Hr. Spock, [’a relieving you of duty. Section 1878, paragraph C.° 

Spock shot an exasperated look at the wall before he turned to McCoy, "I assure you, Doctor, I ae not suffer- 
ing frog either sental strain or collapse...° 

"Report to the Sickbay first thing in the aorning, Mr. Spock. In the eeantiae, tell Scotty he’s running this 
thing." He turned on his heel and left, allowing Spock no arguaent. 

"Tough luck, Spock. I think we’ve pushed hie a little too far.’ 

"He had to find out sometiae, Jie.° 

"Yeah, but I somehow don’t think he’s going to believe you when you tell hie.® 


McCoy ran every test in the book for everything sate and Spock passed thea all with flying colors. McCoy 
watched in growing exasperation as test after test resulted in anoraal reading. Psychologically, Spock was 
completely adjusted, highly intelligent, suffering from no neurosis or eental fatigue or strain. 

"Daenit, Spock, a ’noreal’ aan does not talk to blank walls, throw things at hiaself, talk utter nonsense to 
those under his cogaand, use telekinesis, have eyes in the back of his head so he can warn a gan to gat out of the 
way of a spear he couldn’t have possibly seen. Spock, what the hell’s going on?* 

"Doctor, it is nothing dangerous and ! think you would be just as happy if you did not know..." 

"Now look - something’s got to go into ay log. l’ve officially relieved you of duty - I’ve got to have sose 
logical reason so I can put you back in coeeand again without one or both of us getting his ears pinned back." 

Spock actually looked eabarrassed, 

"Spock, come on, what is it? What’s going on?" 

Spock got up and walked over to the large sedical coeputer blinking on the wall. He stood staring at it for so 
long that McCoy was suddenly afraid he was going to talk to the coeputer instead of hia. 

Finally he turned, “Doctor, several weeks ago you lost your patience with what you felt was insensitivity on 
ay part..." 

McCoy nodded but said nothing. 

"I aanot an insensitive person - and neither are you, please reseaber that." He took a deep breath and 
continued. “These past weeks | have not been ‘floating’ objects around, nor have { been talking to walls. I have 
been talking with Captain Kirk, playing chess with hia, running the ship with hia...” 

McCoy stared at hie in open-southed astonishaent. This was euch worse than he had expected. 

"I would not say he is alive in the sense that we know, Doctor," continued Spock thoughtfully, “but I can see 
hie, I can talk with hia, he has the ability to ove things around - your being doused with ice creaa proves 
that...” 

"You’re aad!" said McCoy with quiet conviction. ‘You’re absolutely crazy!* 

"Is that what your tests say?" 

"To hell with tests, I don’t need tests to know you’ve cracked!" 

"Starfleet Command will request your proof. All the tests you just ran state I aa in perfect health, aentally 
and physically...° 

"Tests can be wrong." 

"You would adeit that your tests were wrong?" asked Spock, both eyebrows on the rise. "I shall beon the 
bridge if you need ae, Doctor." Spock left McCoy spluttering and returned to duty. 


Spock knew McCoy was watching hie, waiting for the eoeant when he could officially certify hie as eentally 
unfit for duty. It was all he could do to prevant Kirk’s crazy sense of husor from landing hie in aore hot water. 
He tried to be sore careful in his dealings with Kirk, but thera were still tiaes when he would be caught talking to 
a wall or grabbing a chair which had been floating across the roos or having to retrieve his tricorder out of a tree 
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when McCoy swore he had sean hie put it on a rock. 

Finally McCoy went to K’Benga in desperation to see if he could shed any Jight on Spock’s strange behavior. 
N’Benga listened in silence while KcCoy told his what he had observed, what Spock had told hia, and what the results 
of the tasts had been. 

Nhen McCoy had finished, M’Benga drew in a deep breath. “Spock isn’t lying to you. Whatever it is that is 
happaning to hia, he honestly believes he is seeing and talking with Captain Kirk... 

"Is he going aad?" 

"Maybe, but what is the definition of sadness? Certainly a ’aad’ Vulcan is different froe a ‘aad’ huaan, I © 
doubt very such if he would be unfit for duty. Has this affected his efficiency?® 

"Wo, if anything he is aore effective now than he was for those first weeks after Kirk’s death. Ha’s sore like 
he was when Kirk was in comeand.® 

"This is bad?* 

"You’re aissing the point, daanit! He’s living with hallucinations, illusions...” 

“Which are @aking his life easier to bear, making hia aore efficient in his work. What’s wrong with that?° 

"HW Banga!* 

"All right, all right, I’11 check up on hie.® 

Spock didn’t seee surprised when M’Benga called hia to Sickbay and proceeded to run all the tests that fcCoy 
had run afew weeks before. He wasn’t as open in his answers as he had been to McCoy and never actually 
acknowledged that hehad been seeing Kirk. But all his tests ware again noraal, his answers thoughtful and 
rational. Finally M’Banga let his go and took his rasults to McCoy. 

*Noraal in every aspact. I wouldn’t worry about hie. After all, we only have a few acre eanths until our tour 
of duty is dona. If he’s still behaving oddly we can get a Vulcan healer to check hia out at the base hospital.° 

"Doesn’t sea a very good solution,” said McCoy, frustrated in his inability to pin Spock down. 

“Sorry, that’s the bast I can offer." * 


The Enterprise had just entared the area of space which was claised by both the Klingons and the Gorns. The 
Borns had an uneasy alliance with the Federation, pounded out after aonths of asetings startad after the 
Enterprise’s first contact with the Gorns on Cestus III. It was becoming aore iaportant as the Klingons were 
atteapting to enlarge their Eapire, to take over new planats for conquest and expand areas where thay could live. 
Because of the increased hostilities, both tha Enterprise and the Lexizgton were ordered to patrol the disputed 
area. The craws were on yellow alert and all weapons. batteries ware on full power. If trouble arose thay would be 
ready. 

Spock was in his quarters. The long day had finally ended. Drills had bean run until the ship was operating 
at peak efficiency. Spock had been everywhere, aaking sure al] departaent heads had everything ready, that their 
personnel was up to full strength. He had gone to Sickbay last. He had avoided McCoy as best as he could for the 
past few weaks and had aanaged to control hiaself even when Kirk was around, so only rarely did he get caught doing 
weird things. 

McCoy was in his office catching up on reports when Spock walked in. He looked up, his eyebrows on the rise 
when he saw who it was, 

"You hava a problea, Mr. Spock?" 

"No, Doctor, I aa running a systeas check and wanted to aake sure everything was al] right in your departaent.* 

"As far as I know. How about a drink?" He stopped short, alaost stunned by his offer. There was no way Spock 
would accept, it had been an automatic reaction. 

Suddenly Spock lunged across the room and grabbed the Saurian brandy and a couple of glasses. McCoy looked at 
hia in astonishaent. He had not seen the bottle rise from the shelf. 

"Give it to ae!" Spock’s voice was low and fierce. 

"Spock, are you al] right?® 

Spock flushed a deep grean which seeaed to be a aixture of annoyance and eabarrassaent. ‘I ae perfectly al) 
right, Doctor. I would like to share a brandy with you." His expression said otherwise but McCoy didn’t comeent. 
He took the brandy froa Spock and poured hieself a large drink, then shoved the bottle over to Spock who poured a 
ainuscule agount into his glass and drank it hurriedly. ‘Now I aust be going. Thank you.* He threw an angry look 
at the wall to his right, then turned to leave. McCoy shook his head and downed his drink. 

The intercoa interrupted his thoughts. ‘Priority One aessage froe Starfleet Coasand, Ar. Spock.* 

"Put the ship on red alert, get al] dapartaent heads on the bridge.° 

The Klingons had attacked the Gorns and the Enterprise and Lexiagtos were ordered to render whatever 
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assistance was required, 

"Daan Starfleet, anyway," said McCoy, ‘we’ve only got a eonth left. This crew neads a break, not a battle! 

"Nonetheless, Doctor,” said Spock quietly, "we have received our orders." 

The Gorns were outnumbered. The Lexington had arrived first and was aleost overwhelmed by the Klingon 
battleships. But with the less well-equipped Gorns, they aanaged to last until the Enterprise arrived. 

As he had stood so often in the past weeks, Kirk was by the comand chair as they closed the distance between 
theaselves and the battling ships. Spock’s aind was racing as he tried to foraulate a plan of action. 

"Spock, why don’t you try passing at top warp spead and use the torpedoes? Don’t let the Klingons have a 
chance to line up return fire." 

Spock didn’t see any reason why it wouldn’t work. Two of the Klingon battle cruisers were destroyed before 
they even knew the Enterprise was there. 

“What the hell was that?° asked Wesley as the Lexington broke free. 

"The Enterprise, sir. They’re alaost out of sensor range. Thay aust have been going at least warp 68 when 
they passed us.” 

"Looks like that Vulcan learned something from Kirk. Full ahead, Mr. Stone, we’ve got a fight to finish!® 

The battle was long and vicious. The two Federation starships worked as a perfect teae. Tiee and again, 
Wesley was stunned by Spock’s battle plan, how he would so often anticipate what the lexingtom was going to do. 

HcCoy stood in the background watching Spock. He would sit for long einutes in attentive silence while the 
battle raged around hie, then his orders would come in rapid fire order. As he watched, McCoy slowly becase aware 
of the fact that Spock was using tactics which he had only seen Kirk use before, often he would use teres he had 
only ever heard Kirk use. He found hiasel# wondering if Spock really was losing his aind or is he was actually 
seeing... 

"Ship off port bow! 

"Hard about, Mr. Sulu, fire phasers two and four.” 

The Enterprise spun and the phasers fled in blue streaks from the ship’s batteries. Thay wera rocked froe 
direct hits on the bridge, but the Klingon ship was destroyed. 

The crew picked theaselves up froa the floor. Uhura held her are which was obviously broken but was back at 
her station in a flash. Only Chekov did not get up. Sulu glanced at hie, then took over both stations. Spock, 
green blood running down the side of his face, took over on scanners. McCoy went froe person to person, sucking in 
his breath as he saw the dasage caused by the trasendous phaser blast. 

"Spock, I’1]1 take the scanners, they need you in coamand." Spock didn’t argue. They were understaffed and 
Kirk knew the coaputer systee better than anyone else left standing on the bridge. 

"Shields three and four are obliterated, Spock, the others are weak. Try to hold the ship sidaways as euch as 
possible.® 

"Lt. Uhura, contact Coaaodore Wesley. Inforea hie of our problea and see if he can defend our flank. Mr. Sulu, 
what is our weapons status?" 

"Phasers out, sir, photon torpedoes still operational.‘ 

"Mr. Scott..." Spock’s hand held the intercoa open to Engineering. °...engine status?" 

"We're in fair shape here, Mr. Spock. We can take a bit eore pounding before we’re in trouble.° 

"Sood. Spock out.’ 

"Spock, you should attack full out...” 

Spock’s eyebrow rose at the unexpected suggestion. 

*",,.the Klingons know the Enterprise is hurt, the last thing they will expect you to do is go at them Don’t 
tel] Wesley - he’l] sae what you’re doing and hel] back you up.° 

"That could be a suicide ove." 

The serious hazel ayas held his. ‘This is a battle that the Federation eust win, Spock, in this case the 
Enterprise would be considered expendable." 

The dark eyas didn’t leave Kirk’s as the orders were given, then Spock aoved forward into the navigator’s 
chair, his fingers poised over the torpedo release. 

"Sood shooting, Spock.* 

Blancing back, Spock saw Kirk sitting in the comaand chair, sitting once again in his rightful place. 

The ploy was successful. The Klingons were caught off guard. As Kirk had predicted, Wesley iseediately under- 
stood what the Enterprise was doing. Before the Klingons could regroup, the Gorns had also figured out what =‘ the 
Federation starships were doing and joined in. 

But the Klingons didn’t give up without a fight. The Enterprise was closest and took the worst = punishaent. 


But finally the Klingons were defeated. 

The ship was running from auxiliary control, Scotty in command now, the highest ranking officer still on his 
feet. The bridge crew had been literally carried off the bridge, the bridge having been alaost coapletely destroyed. 
The Lexington had been euch less dagaged and was running a subtle escort duty back to home base. 

McCoy had been on his feet without a break for thirty-six hours, first in surgery, then aending lesser wounds, 
and trying to help the broken ainds. Very occasionally he would stop by intensive care where M’Benga and Christine 
were fighting a futile battle to save Spock’s life, The Vulcan had refused to leave the weapons control when the 
bridge started exploding. He had yelled at everyone else to get out but had continued his attack on the fleeing 
Klingon ships. McCoy had hesitated momentarily, causing Spock to look up at hie. Their eyes held for a aosaent, 
then Spock said softly, ‘It’s all right, Doctor, I am not alone. Ji and { will manage...’ 


McCoy had finally poured hiaself a large drink when M’Benga cage in, a look of defeat on his face. 

"You were right, it was a useless atteapt. ° 

McCoy nodded. “But one you had to aake. How’s Christine taking it?* 

“t sent her to her quarters, she was trying to be stoic." 

"Okay, I'l] ake out the report. Spock left his will with ae. You’d better take a break.* 

The Vulcan’s body was lying in the gloo@ when McCoy walked in. He stood looking at it for along soent. 
First dim, now Spock. He thought of the Enterprise as he had first known it alaost five years earlier. It had 
had a bright future then, a new Captain, youngest in history, a crew full of top people, a purpose in life, a sense 
of adventure that McCoy had seen nowhere else, nor did he ever expect to see it again. The Enterprise he had 
known was dead. 

He turned to go back to his office to get the foras he needed. He whacked his knee on the door as it opened 
and hobbled into the roca, swearing loudly at the sharp pain. 

"You'd better watch your language, Bones, it’s getting saltier than ever.” 

"Indeed, Captain, I had noted the sage thing recently... 

McCoy looked up in astonishment to see Kirk nursing a glass of Saurian brandy. Spock was standing by his side. 

"Illusion, Doctor? Hallucination? It’s in the eye of the beholder, is it not?® 

Kirk smiled slightly at Spock’s words, then he looked at McCoy. "Take care, Bones, we’ll be waiting...” 


The half empty glass of brandy still sits, untouched, beside the bottle it was poured fro. It, too, is 
waiting.... 


a 











The security guards were nervous. They had been on duty now for four hours and the prisoner had yet to eove or 
acknowledge their presence. They were familiar with the events which had brought hia here, his actions belying the 
fact that they could have been accoaplished by one aan - the death and destruction he had left behind were awesoee 
in the telling. And he had deliberately disobeyed a Comaand order, after being warned of the consequences for 
doing so. Starfleet obviously thought that there was a good reason for the warning. How could they let someone so 
insubordinate reaain in command of a Starship? The einutes ticked past. Then a noise came froe the corridor and 
the door opened. 

"They’re ready for hia.® 

The prisoner looked up, the expression on his face allowing no hint of what he was thinking, He rose to his 
feet, in obvious pain, but neither guard made any aove to help. Something about the ean told thee he would not 
accept their aid. The seal] group slowly aade their way to the hearing rooe. 

There was a deathly silence as he entered. He looked around the rooe. Yes, they were there, all of thee. He 
knew without asking that they had fought for hie, had argued and pleaded against the only sentence which could be 
ieposed for the criee of which he was guilty. And he knew that they had lost, they were unable to hide their 
expressions of frustration and pity. He was grateful for their atteapt, but he hadn’t expected the outcoee to be 
any different. He knew froa the aosent he had ordered the ship to turn back that this would be the only outcoae if 
he were to survive. 

The eilitary court was reconvening. His peers were coeing to pronounce judgeaent upon hie. He unconsciously 
stood straighter. 

Adairal Farnat looked at the aan in front of hie and felt a twinge of regret. There were few officers as 
valuable to Starfleet as this one, but this last act could not go unpunished - it was not an isolated incident, 
there had been other tiees when he had deliberately ignored Command orders. He had been warned, and he had ignored 
that warning, Farnat took a deep breath. 

"Comaander Spock, it is the judgement of this court that you willfully and deliberately disobeyed a direct 
order of the High Coeeand, that you exposed the En.terprise and her crew to unnecessary danger, It is the 
agreeaent of this court that you be stripped of your rank and sent to the penal colony on Carbel 3, for the eaxiaua 
sentence." 

The dark eyes never wavered, the slender figure reaained eotionless. He heard the rueble of hushed voices as 
the severity of the sentence sank in. No one had been given the eaxiaua sentence in the aeaory of those in 
attendance. A word froe Farnat brought ieaediate silence. Looking back at Spock, he continued, ‘You will leave 
ieaediately for Carbel in the company of Base security personnel. Court disaissed.° 

They started to rise when a quiet voice brought thea to a halt. “Adeiral, I do have one request, Would I be 
allowed to see Captain Kirk before I leave?* 

Farnat hesitated, then spoke a few words into the comaunications console. They waited in silence for the 
reply. When it caee, he looked up at Spock, ‘Affir@ative - you eay go directly there." 

As they left the hearing rooa, Leonard McCoy joined the group. The security een eade rooe for hie to walk 
along side of the Vulcan. Neither spoke - words were unnecessary - besides, McCoy couldn’t think of anything to say. 
His throat hurt froa the eaotions he was trying to control, How unfair and unfeeling the service was - the book 
eade no exceptions for people and friendship. Spock was punished for caring, and for acting on that emotion. McCoy 
had fought for Spock, even though he knew it was hopeless. The hard faces told hie that this tiee the High Comeand 
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was not going to yield. 

But Spock had already told hie that. McCoy’s «ind went back to that night - that long night - when he and 
Spock had sat in the Sickbay and Spock had talked, non-stop, for several hours. He had let out years of pain and 
hurt, of frustration, and of love. McCoy had listened, his entire being aching to help the lonely an across the 
desk, but knowing that all he could do was to be there and to offer his understanding. There was only one person 
who could help Spock, and that person lay in the rooa beyond, terribly injured, his life forces on coaplete support, 
and no one knowing if he would live or die. 

They stopped outside the intensive care unit. McCoy looked at the security detail, subdued anger shining froe 
his blue eyes. "You people stay here. We don’t need any heavy-footed ailitary in there. I will guarantee the 
Coaaander’s behavior...” The security en exchanged looks, then their leader nodded, “We’l) wait, Doctor.” The 
anger died in McCoy’s eyes and he nodded. They weren’t bad aen - they were just following orders, as they all were. 

Spock and McCoy stepped into a large rooe. The bright lights hurt the Vulcan’s eyes and he was forced to 
squint. The figure in the bed was covered with a life support unit, the eachine whirring and clicking, pushing air 
in and out of the lungs, keeping the heart beating at a noreal rate. Spock noted again that, although the rest of 
the body was broken and battered, the face was untouched, He walked to the side of the bed. Jia Kirk’s eyes were 
closed, his face peaceful. The brown hair was tousled, and the fasiliar strand was down over his forehead. Spock 
gently pushed it back - a stab of pain passing through hia as he did so. Would he ever see this ean again? See hie 
laugh and tease, see hie swing into action, aake comaand decisions..." 

McCoy saw the pain on Spock’s face and knew the sense of loss the Vulcan was feeling. He reached across the 
bed and put his hand on Spock’s. Spock raised his eyes, not needing to put the question into words. 

"I honestly don’t know, Spock. He hasn’t slipped - but there’s no iaprovement either. All we can do now is 
wait - wait and hope.’ 

Spock nodded and looked down at his friend. He was going back to a world where he would be totally alone, 
different, an outsider. Jie Kirk had saved hie from that for a short while. Now it would be worse than before - he 
had been stripped of rank and respect, branded for life. If Kirk lived it would be worth it, but if he died... 

"Come on, Spock, we have to go.” Spock tore his eyes from Kirk’s face. Sensing McCoy’s anguish, he struggled 
to show a cale exterior - it would at least aake this parting easier for one of thea. At the entrance to the rooa, 
McCoy stopped. “I'll do everything I can, Spock.” The Vulcan’s dark eyes flashed his thanks, although no word was 
spoken, Then Spock did soaething he had never done before to the doctor - he lifted his right hand in the Vulcan 
Salute. Then he quietly walked out to the waiting guards. McCoy stood looking at the closed doors, his eyes filling 
with tears. * 


A year had passed since McCoy had stood blindly watching the Vulcan walk out of his life. Wow he was standing 
with Dr. Justin Weiland, head of the Dobney Clinic - famed galaxy-wide as the best aedical facility for the treat- 
aent of trauaatic injury. They were watching Jaaes Kirk who was sitting in the eiddle of the courtyard, his back 
resting against a giant hybuk tree. The sunlight filtering down through the branches above his head sosehow | essen- 
ed the paleness of his skin and softened the drawn lines of his face. 

"You’ve done a treaendous job, Justin,” said McCoy as he looked at Kirk. Weiland seiled but said nothing, He 
had put hieself personally in charge of Jages Kirk’s case. He and McCoy had stood by Kirk’s bed shortly after his 
transfer froe the Enterprise. The scanners over the bed had given the stark report: crushed right hip, both legs 
broken, seeaingly irreparable nerve dagage and - worst of all - shattered vertabrae in the neck, threatening life- 
long paralysis. There had been bleeding in the lungs and abdoaen which McCoy had finally stopped, but there 
re@ained extensive daeage in those areas as well. 

McCoy had turned to Weiland and spoke in a voice which was not his own. ‘Justin, you’re his only hope, He 
should be dead - God alone knows why he’s not. !’ve kept up with your latest research - the work you’ve been doing 
with nerve transplants and regenerating nerve tissue.® Looking at his friend lying so helpless in front of hie, he 
went on, "He’s got to get better...” The stained voice broke, the doctor in hia knowing the aleost hopeless request 
he had eade of a friend. 

Weiland’s hand had found McCoy’s shoulder. "We'll try, Leonard,” he’d said gently. ‘We'll try.” 

Weiland had labored through those long aonths when everyone else had given up, when they had said the situation 
was hopeless and it would be better to let Kirk die than prolong his agony. But Weiland knew McCoy, and he saw the 
bitter struggle he had put up before Starfleet had quite literally forced hia back to the Enterprise. Weiland 
was also swayed by Kirk’s deteraination to live. Something just wouldn’t let go, wouldn’t let that tortured body 
lying, vegetable-like, under the life support unit slip into oblivion. The active brain wouldn’t let Kirk adeit 
defeat - not while soseone was trying to help. . 


So Weiland had struggled, and Kirk had struggled with hie. Together thay had beaten the odds and now Kirk 
would live and return to his work, to his duties as a starship coseander. He would recover coapletely, eentally and 
physically, from the treaendous injuries that he had received those aany aonths ago. Weiland knew the details of 
the events leading to Kirk’s arrival at his clinic, but he never discussed thea with his patient. Now McCoy was 
here to do that and Weiland could only hope that the iron nerve which had pulled the Captain through those long 
aonths of suffering would not desert hie now. 

Kirk heard footsteps and turned to watch McCoy walk across the courtyard. A wide grin spread over his face as 
he looked at his friend. McCoy stopped as he reached Kirk - the two of thee staring at each other, neither daring 
to speak, not trusting their voice to get past the hard lueps in their throats. McCoy started to reach out a hand 
and was alaost instantly enveloped in a bear hug from his Captain. He returned it wholeheartedly, all the aonths of 
worry aelting away in the aras which surrounded hie. Weiland had sent. McCoy constant reports concerning Kirk’s 
extraordinary recovery, but until this aoaent, he had never wholly believed thea - the possibility of coaplete 
recovery froe such brutal injuries was next to iapossible! Dr. Weiland turned away froe the entrance, the reward of 
al] those exhausting aonths having been given by the reunion of the two een, 

They let go of each other, half laughing, half crying - expending eaotion which had built up for so long. 

"Bones, it’s good to see you!’ Kirk finally aanaged to get out. ‘It’s been so long!* 

"You look great, Jia," said the doctor, his voice shaking, realizing as he said it how often he had wondered if 
he would ever say those words again. Kirk laughed at his friend as McCoy wiped his eyes. 

"Hey, come on - this isn’t a funeral, you know. Dr. Weiland tells ae that I’a all right, that I can get out of 
here. Bones - I can coasand the Enterprise again! If you only knew the eonths I laid in that bed, dreaging of 
being with you and Spock, just like it was before. I think it was the only thing that kept @e going. He grinned 
when he saw the sober look clouding McCoy’s face. ‘I knew the two of you needed ee there to stop you froe fighting. 
I hate to think of what has been going on without ae. How is that calculating Vulcan anyway, he...° 

He broke off, for McCoy had broken eye contact and was staring at the ground. "Bones, what’s wrong? Has sose- 
thing happened to Spock?!" McCoy winced as his aras were caught in a vise-like grip which was aided by a desperate 
fear that ran through Kirk. The doctor looked at his friend, hating hieself for having to inflict aore pain on this 
ean who had already been through so euch. 

Kirk was shaking hia. ‘McCoy, what’s wrong - where’s Spock?! Tell ee!* 

McCoy freed hieself from Kirk’s grasp. “Jia, sit down,’ he said. Seeing the stubborn look he knew so well, he 
added, ‘That’s a aedical order! Sit down!® The voice was so fierce that Kirk obeyed without protest. McCoy sat 
opposite hie. The doctor took a deep breath. 

"Jia, do you reaeaber anything about that last eission?® 

Kirk nodded. 

"All right. Shortly after you beamed down to Plagnet, the Enterprise received orders to proceed back to the 
Star Base ieaediately. No reason was given. Spock sent word that you and the landing party were on the planet and 
had been out of contact for four hours, and requested permission to stay to find you. The reply was negative - we 
were to depart ieeediately. Spock was reluctant, but he gave the order. We hadn’t gone far before Uhura announced 
that a pair of Klingon warships were advancing on Plagnet. Spock contacted headquarters with the inforeation, It 
seemed that they already knew, and were removing the Enterprise to safety until other starships could arrive to 
back us up. Spock was warned to continue to the Base. Jia - he couldn’t leave you behind without trying a rescue - 
he deliberately disobeyed the order. The Enterprise turned and went back." 

McCoy couldn’t take Kirk’s penetrating gaze any longer. He got to his feet and walked a few steps away, know- 
ing that those eyes were following his every aove, though Kirk was silent. After a steadying breath, he continued, 

"He left Scotty in charge and he and I beaged down to the surface. He didn’t want ae to go, but he was alaost 
irrational in his quiet Yulcan way and I didn’t dare let hie go by hiaself. It didn’t take us long to find you, or 
rather, what was left of you. After that, I don’t really know what happened, there have been so eany different 
versions. Spock left and gave us strict orders not to follow. If he wasn’t back by the tiee Scotty eade his pass 
to beaa us up, we were to leave hie there. His eyes really scared ae - I’d never seen thea so dark and expression- 
less. The suppressed anger was aore violent than any eaotional deaonstration could have been. Scotty toid se 
afterwards that the Klingons had been stopped cold. There was only one other Federation person on that planet 
besides ae, Jia, the only person who could have been responsible.’ 

Kirk’s eyes were glued to McCoy’s face. The doctor wished he dida’t have to continue, "So, we went back to 
the Star Base. Spock was arrested for disobeying orders..." ‘ 

"Arrested!" Kirk exploded. ‘After what he had done to stop the Klingons?!* 

“Jie, please. Look - 1 tried. I argued with everyone froa the ost junior clerk in the Judge Advocate’s 


office to the head of the Cabinet. They were gunning for Spock this tiae. He had gone off on his own once too 
often - this tiea right after he had been expressly forbidden to." 

"What was the sentence?" 

McCoy swallowed, his throat suddenly very dry. ‘They threw the book at hie, stripped hie of his rank - eaxieue 
sentence in a penal colony." 

Kirk shut his eyes and buried his face in his hands. ‘Where?® he asked. 

*Carbel.' 

The two aen sat under the large tree, the sunlight still falling through its gently aoving branches, but the 
joyful aood of a short tiae ago was shattered - the terrible harshness of reality had intruded. 

"How long ago?® 

"He’s been there alaost a year, Jia. I’ve tried to see hia when the Enterprise has been in the area, but 
it’s not allowed. Visitors are only persitted on rare occasions. No aessages are allowed - nothing." 

"They told ae he was busy with his duties aboard the Enterprise," Kirk whispered bitterly. "That he would 
cose aS soon as possible..." 

McCoy’s voice was syapathetic. “Don’t you think you had enough to worry about?® 

"Yeah...I guess you’re right." Kirk adaitted. ‘! didn’t aean to sound ungrateful. He stood and started back 
to the buildings, the doctor following. McCoy noted analytically that Kirk aoved just as he had before the attack. 
There was no trace of a liep. Dr. Weiland and his staff had certainly done a job in accoaplishing that. 

"Bones, I’a getting hie out of there.° 

"Jia, you can’t...° © 

Kirk whirled. "Don’t tell ae what I can and can’t do, Doctor'* he said fiercely. Then his eyes softened. 
"Sorry.e.” 

McCoy sailed slightly. "That’s all right. You needed soeething to lash out at - I just happened to be in the 


way." * 

The yard was full of soving figures, representatives froe all over the galaxy, thrown together against their 
will into one coason bond of anger - anger against their surroundings, against their loss of freedoa, against each 
other. To the uninitiated, it would have been difficult to distinguish Carbel’s facilities from those of any other 
institution, for it reseabled the outlay of a conteaporary university. Vast areas were set aside for lawns and 
gardens, the buildings were aodern and well-kept. There were no bars, no outward sign that it was a penal colony. 
Carbel was, in fact, a combination of aany things - hospital, education center, trade school - everything necessary 
to prepare aen and woaen to return successfully to the worlds they had left. Only the force fields - visible by 
their slight shiaaer - betrayed the presence of discipline. But security was tight; there was scarcely a building 
which was not equipped in such a way as to isolate itself, its rooas, and surrounding yards froe the rest of the 
complex if trouble erupted. The entire systea was controlled froa one central building which housed the Diractor’s 
headquarters. 

Spock was standing apart, as he had froa the day he’d arrived. His natural Vulcan aloofness ostracized hia 
from the huaanoid inaates, while the few Vulcan prisoners shunnad hia for his faaed hybrid heritage. Although there 
were therapy sessions to ease the transition back into galactic societies, sany inaates retained their hate for real 
or igagined wrongs, and used Spock as a whipping boy, for he would do nothing to defend hiaself. There was seldos 
physical abuse - the facility was run too well to allow it - but physical abuse would aleost have been easier for 
Spock to accept. He had been on Carbel for over a year - not once in that tine had there been any word froa 
outside. But he kept hoping. 

A security guard approached hia. A slight feeling of surprise pushed at the back of his aind. Why was he 
being sought out? No one but the other prisoners had tried to talk to hia since he’d arrived, 

"The Director wants to see you." The voice was surly, but it was being directed at his. He nodded, and 
followed the guard. Insults followed hia across the yard but he did not hear thee. He had long ago blocked out the 
sounds of those angry voices. 

But the figure on the observation deck had not learned to block thee out. A great sadness crossed his face as 
he watched the spare, lonely @an @ove across the open space below hia. He turned away fro the scene, struggling 
for control, aoaentarily wondering if he had done the right thing by coeing. 

A knock on the door announced Spock’s arrival. It opened, and for two een, tiae stood still. The Director 
shuffled uneasily fro one foot to the other, then excused hieself, He was used to dealing with hate and anger - 
what he was seeing now was an eaotion he was not equipped to handle. Neither aan noticed hie leave. 

Spock aanaged to speak first, his voice threatening to break at any aoment. ‘Jie, you're...’ 
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"Don’t say it, Spock,” said Kirk with a wide seile ~ tears half blotting out the asischievous glint in hia 
eyes - "It would be illogical, since | as standing here.’ 

Spock looked so ridiculous standing there gaping that Kirk laughed. The sound finally put the Vulcan into 
action - he took a couple of steps forward and grabbed Kirk’s aras. "You really are all right!" he said, a seile 
flashing across the noraally solean features. Then, standing back as he took in Kirk’s dress, ‘Your duty status, 
Captain, you are..." 

"The Enterprise is in orbit, Spock. I’ve been reassigned to her. Everyone is still there - McCoy, Scotty, 


- Sulu..." He broke off, then started again. "Spock, I’@ fighting this thing. I’@ going to get you out of hare." 


Spock’s mask fell back into place. "Captain, I disobeyed a direct Comaand order. Starfleet was coapletely 
within its rights to press charges.’ 

"But not these charges, Spock. No one has ever been so severely disciplined. Somebody is harboring a grudge. 
I’a going to find out who.’ 

"Jia - you will only stir up trouble for yourself, I’ quite comfortable here, the treatment is good...° 

"And the others in the yard..." Kirk interrupted, °...is your ’treataent’ good there, too?" 

Spock closed his eyes for a aowent. So Kirk had seen that. ‘I can tolerate it, Captain,” he replied. 

"Well, J can’t,* said Kirk, his anger evident in his voice. Then it softened, "Spock, | need you on the 
Enterprise, I didn’t realize how auch until I took coaaand of her and you weren’t there.* 

Spock didn’t answer. He desperately wanted to be with his Captain, and he knew any answer he gave would betray 
his feelings. He wished to spare Kirk that. 

A knock sounded and the Director opened the door. "I’a afraid your tiea is up, Captain. You know wa don’t 
noraally allow outsiders here - it was only because of special orders..." 

"Yes," said Kirk, "I appreciate the trouble you’ve gone to. Spock...” The Vulcan was withdrawing into his 
shell, his hands going behind his back in that familiar stance. 

"Thank you for coaing, Captain,’ he responded foreally, aware of the Director’s gaze. He started to aove 
toward the door but Kirk’s voice stopped his. 

"I'll be back, Spock - you can count on it.’ 

The Vulcan stood silently for a aoaent but did not turn back to his friend. Then he walked out without 
acknowledging Kirk’s words. As the silence continued, the Director felt obligated to say something. 

"He has been a model inate, Captain. He has caused no probleas..." His voice faded away, for Kirk had turned 
toward hia and there was such a look of guilt and anger on his face that the Director was afraid to continue. He 
did not know that the look was being directed inward - that Kirk was blaming hiaself for what had happened to his 
friend. 

Finally, Kirk spoke. "Thank you for allowing ae to see hia.” He pulled his comaunicator out and signalled the 
Enterprise. Within seconds, he was back aboard the ship. 


The weeks passed. The Enterprise was patrolling a quiet sector of the galaxy. There was no pressing 
business, no trouble of any sort. Kirk was grateful for the assignaent, since it allowed hia the free tiee he 
needed to prepare his case for Spock’s appeal and defense. He and McCoy stayed up far into the night tossing quas- 
tions back and forth - Kirk cosing up with argquaents and McCoy countering with objections. 

After a while, Kirk looked at McCoy with exasperation. ‘Your logic can be as annoying as Mr. Spock’s, Doctor!" 

McCoy sailed gently. ‘Why, thank you, Captain. I consider that a compliaent.' 

Kirk’s irritation faded and a sa@all seile answered the doctor. ‘You’re welcoee, Bones. But it doesn’t exactly 
help get Spock off Carbel. They’ve got an airtight case against hia. He really put his foot in this one...° 

He was interrupted by a call froa the bridge. He pressed the comaunicator in front of hia. 

"Kirk here.® 

"Message froa Starfleat, Captain.° 

"Relay it here, Lieutenant." 

"Aye, sir.” 

Kirk looked thoughtfully at the intercoa. They were on routine patrol at the aoaent, there was no reason for 
any contact with Starfleet. Then an igage started to appear on the screen. He unconsciously straightened as he 
recognized who it was. 

"Hello, Jia." Looking at the viewer, the image of Comaodora Lauren Patterson appeared as lovely as aver. 
Kirk’s face softened into a seall saile. 

"Comaodore," he replied, “this is indeed a pleasant surprise.° 

"A break in the aonotony, anyway," she replied. ‘You have a change in ordars, Captain,’ Patterson continued, a 
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eore serious tone coeing into her voice. The seile on Kirk’s face slowly faded, "There was a skireish with the 
Klingons a few hours ago. Wothing very serious, and the Poteakin dealt with it easily. But now they think it was ~- 
a diversion and that another Klingon warship slipped through while they were fighting. Jie, if that’s true, that 
ship will be headed for Carbel...° 

Kirk and McCoy exchanged surprised looks. 

*,. there are several Klingon agents being held there. Wa were negotiating for their release, but talks broke 
down a few days ego, I think this is the Klingon answer to our requests for resuaption of those talks. You are to 
divert to Carbel and stop thea, peacefully if possible, but if not... 

"Understood, Coeeodore. We'll do our best.” 

The ieage faded, leaving the two friends staring at each other. 

"Jie, is there any way we could get a eessage to Spock?° 

Kirk shook his head. “Even if we could, Bones, what good would it do? He’s an ineate there - not a Coeeand 
Officer." 

Contacting Engineering, Kirk ordered Scotty to be ready for warp eaneuvers, then got Sulu to lay in the course 
for Carbel - top warp speed, as soon as possible. 


The day was passing in the saee way as 427 days had passed previously. Spock was sitting in his usual corner 
of the courtyard, away froe the others, keeping his own coepany. Suddenly, the loudspeakers blared. 

“Everyone fora lines - court tiee is cancelled for the rest of the day.’ 

The announceeent was eet by gruebling, but the lines were foreed, Punishaent was rare but when it was handed 
out, it was done swiftly and painfully. Spock eoved quietly to his place and within a few einutes was back in his 
seall rooe, the door securely locked behind hie. There was bedlae around hie, a tenseness #as running through the 
building and it was eaking everyone uneasy. Spock shut his eyes and concentrated on eaking som# sense of the voices 
around hie. Then two of the guards stopped just outside his rooe and his sensitive ears had no trouble in overhear- 
ing their conversation. His eyebrows rose. The situation obviously called for soee planning. He Jay down on the 
bed and was soon lost in thought. 

* 


Kirk was pacing in the confining area of his quarters when the buzzer rang. The door opened to adeit McCoy. 
The Captain looked at hie briefly but did not stop his pacing, nor did he give any word of greeting. McCoy settled 
into a chair and watched his friend eove restlessly around the rooe. Finally, Kirk flung hieself onto the bed, his 
unseeing eyes staring at the ceiling. The silence stretched out. 

"I’e going to fail hie, Bones," he said after a while. "We’re not going to get to Carbel in tiee. | promised 
hia I’d get hie out of that place - I never eeant like this." 

Before McCoy had a chance to answer, there was a call froe the bridge. 

"Sulu here, Captain. We’re coeing into sensor range of Carbel.° 

"On ey way.” 

As Kirk arrived on the bridge, he was inforeed that the Klingon warship was eoving out of orbit. 

"1 don’t think they want to tangle with us, Captain," said Scotty, as he got up froe the coeeand chair. 

"Did anyone beae up froe the surface?" Kirk asked. 

"Wo, sir - not unless they did so before we case into scanner range. But it would be like the lily-livered 
cowards to leave their landing party stranded down there.’ 

"Scotty, take the Epterprise and catch that ship - cripple her, destroy her if necessary, but don’t let her 
get back hoee. Bones, come with ee - we’re going to beae down. 1’ve got to find out what happened. Let us know as 
soon as you get back, Mr. Scott.” 

"Aye, sir.” 

"Jie, you can’t..." McCoy’s voice faded as the turbo-lift doors closed behind thee. When they arrived in the 
transporter rooe, he was quiet. Whatever argueent he had had with the Captain, he had obviously lost. 


They stood in unbelieving silence on the planet’s surface. The destruction was almost total - fire still 
burned and heavy seoke stung their nostrils. The ordered buildings that Kirk reeeebered from a few eonths earlier 
were gone. In their place were fallen walls, broken windows, and doors blasted open. Kirk grabbed McCoy’s are. 
"Core on!" he shouted. McCoy followed at a run, not knowing where his Captain was heading, but not wanting to lose 
hia in the eass of rubble. 

The Captain was heading for the building which housed the Director’s office. In the distance, he saw that it 
was still standing. They claebered over the debris while - unseen by thee - soee alien figures were also running, 
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but away from the building the two Federation een were entering. Kirk ducked under soee fallen roofing beaee and 
got to the office. The door was securely locked. He banged loudly but received no answer. He eelted the lock with 
his phaser and pushed the door open. One quick look took hia stuabling to the middle of the rooa. 

"Bones!" His voice was anguished. 

McCoy bent over the cruapled figure. His sensitive fingers felt for a pulse - it was there, but only just. 
His hands quickly ran over the prone body. Spock was hurt, and badly. He got his aedical kit and took a reading. 
The doctor’s quick intake of breath was the only inkling Kirk had of the severity of his friend’s injuries. 

Kirk’s attention was diverted by a aoan. Moving an overturned desk, he found the Director of the colony. The 
gan didn’t appear to be badly injured and seeaed to recognize Kirk. 

"They just left...took their agents...went that way...” He gestured weakly. 

Kirk stood up, grie detereination on his face. “Bones, stay with Spock, do what you can. As soon as Scotty 
gets back, beaa up to the ship. If I’a not back, get Spock to whatever facilities are necessary. Don’t wait for 
ae!" 

"Jie..." 

"That’s an order, Doctor'* Kirk said over his shoulder as he ran out the door. McCoy watched hie leave, just 
as he had watched Spock leave for the saae reasons alaost two years before. Why does it have to go on Iéite this? 
he thought. Weither of these nen want this to happen. fow aech sore can I stand? I can’t keep on patching ther 
back together indefinitely’ He turned back to the Vulcan. There was little he could do without his Sickbay 
facilities. He checked the Director, who - except for a eaild concussion - had @anaged to escape unhurt. 


Kirk was running aad - all his pent-up eaotion for Spock was being let loose in his pursuit of the aliens. As 
he was juaping down froa a boulder, the beae from a phaser narrowly aissed hie, striking the ground at his feet. 
The resulting explosion of rock and ground flung hie the rest of the way down the incline. Dazed by the nearness of 
the blast and the fall, he lay still, trying to get air back into his lungs. He could hear voices above hia - 
Klingon voices, 

"It is a Federation Cossander," said one. ‘He appears to be dead.” 

"Let us check,” cage another voice. ‘He would eake a valuable prisoner.” 

Kirk could hear thea scraabling down the hill and tensed his euscles, waiting for the first Klingon to touch 
hia. He didn’t have long to wait. As the first one reached hia, Kirk became a blur of sotion, his Irish teaper 
finally getting the better of hia. He threw hiaself against a solid wall of Klingons. Whirling, he saw a phaser 
being lifted and flung hieself to the ground. A brilliant light flashed and the Klingons behind hie disappeared - 
hit by their own @an. He scraabled forward and hit the last Klingon at the knees. There was a sickening crunch as 
the ean fell, Kirk remained on his knees, the double close exposure to the lethal phaser beaes draining hia of any 
strength to get up. It was over. Those who had hurt his friend were dead - and he felt only eaptiness. 

"Captain?" 

He looked up. Scotty was standing there, accoapanied by a landing party. He slowly got to his feet. Scotty 
put out a hand to steady hia. 

"The Klingon ship is disabled, sir. The Poteskin is on her way there now. Mr. Spock is in the Sickbay. 
There were only a few survivors - they’re all aboard. The sooner we beae up, the sooner we can leave this place.° 

Kirk nodded and shortly found hieself in the transporter rooa. Scotty helped hia to the Sickbay. He was still 
shaken by the nearness of the lethal phaser blast and by the explosion which had sent hia sprawling down the hill. 
McCoy met hia there, his face full of worry and strain. 

“Jia, are you all right?" 

Kirk nodded. “How's Spock?* 

"He's..." 

McCoy broke off, for Scotty had let go of Kirk’s ara and the Captain started to fall forward. The surgeon and 
engineer steered hie into the nearest chair, McCoy ran a quick check, finding nothing abnoreal other than the 
reaction to the phaser stun, 

"Thanks, Scotty,” he said. “He'll be all right. Just give hia a few einutes to get his bearings straight.‘ 

"Then 1’1) be about ay business, Doctor. We should be at the Star Base in two days, Captain.” 

Kirk nodded, not really hearing, only having eyes for McCoy and the words he had yet to say. The doctor sat 
down opposite hia. 

“Jia - I’1l give you the same answer I gave Spock about you. I don’t know. He’s alive. 3’ve done all I can... 
so we wait.” His fist slameed down on the desk, the violence of his eaotions finally gaining release, "He shouldn’t 
have to die for this! Protecting what? - a planet of eisfits!* 
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"Bones, that isn’t going to help,* Kirk soothed. McCoy looked at hie - the quiet hazel eyes seeeed to have 
found their own peace. ‘As Spock would say, you’re being illogical. I¢..,when he recovers, he can write his onn 
ticket back into Starfleet. Scotty told ee what the Director said, how Spock broke out and aleost single-handedly 
prevented the Klingons fro@ beaaing back to their ship. Wow, tell ee that’s insubordination..." 

McCoy shook his head. He only hoped Kirk was right. Wothing had been right for the past two years. I¢ Jie 
and Spock could be togather again... He got up to get soee charts, and when he returned, the Captain was gone. He 
looked in at Spock. Bure enough, Jie was there. He left thee alone, knowing theirs was a friendship which needed 
no intrusion. Kirk’s presence would probably help the Yulcam far eore than any eedicine that McCoy could give hie. 


Kirk was too exhausted to stand, so he sat on achair at the edge of Spock’s bed. He sat for a long tine, 
letting the Vulcan’s features renew theeselves in his eind. He needed this ean by his side - needed his friendship 
and understanding far eore than he needed hie as First Officer. He found hieself taking one of Spock’s hands in 
both of his - the fingers were ware and liep. Kirk gently squeezed thee. "Hold on, Spock,” he pleaded quietly. 
"We’ve come so far - don’t let go now!* There was no response, no answering squeeze. Kirk closed his eyes, still 
holding Spock’s hand tightly. * 


McCoy was concerned - it was too quiet. He looked into the intensive care unit and stopped in astonisheent,. 
Spock was fully conscious, his head raised so that his eyes - which had been resting on Kirk - aet the doctor’s. 
Kirk was slueped forward, sound asleep, with his head resting against Spock’s chest, both his hands firely clasping 
the Vulcan’s. As McCoy crossed the rooe, Spock eotioned for hia to be quiet. 

"It’s all right, Doctor," he whispered, “let hia sleep. 

NcCoy took two quick scans before he nodded, then silently left the rooe, feeling a great weight lifting fros 
his shoulders. Spock would recover now - that incredible Vulcan systee had already taken over - and that was the 
only eedicine Kirk needed. 

As he reached his office, McCoy suddenly realized how exhausted he was hieself. Stretching out on the couch, 
he was instantly asleep. te 


The weeks slipped by and the Enterprise went about her business. Constant reports case froe the Star Base - 
encouraging reports. Spock was healing quickly and the tiee would coee when he could go before the review board 
and - Kirk fervently hoped - have the past couple of years erased froe his record. 

And so it happened. Kirk felt aleost in a dreae as he stood before the High Coeeand with his First Officer by 
his side and heard that Spock was cleared of all charges. He was to return, with his foreer rank and duties, to the 
Enterprise. Kirk had spent hours pleading his case to the High Coeeand. They had been unable to deny that the 
Enterprise was the elite vessel of the Fleet, and Kirk had finally convinced thee it was because of the teae of 
officers that was assigned to the ship which eade it so - that Spock was an integral part of the teae and without 
hie, the ship could not function in the saee eanner. 

Kirk saw Admiral Farnat staring at thee and knew that there was no way he could ever eake that ean understand 
why Spock was so japortant to hie. Farnat turned to his aide and said, soto voice, for Kirk’s benefit, "How could 
anyone have such feelings for an alien who so obviously feels nothing?" Kirk seiled to hieself, for he was sure 
that Spock was putting the finishing touches to Farnat’s stateaent - there was not a flicker of expression on the 
Vulcan’s face. They aight just as well have been telling hia that his life was about to end, not that it was just 
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beginning! ¥* 


The three sat together in Kirk’s quarters, the first tiee they had done so in a long while. The brandy in 
front of thea was the best that could be obtained - suitable for the occasion. Little had been said in the past few 
einutes - each ean was lost in his own thoughts and feelings. Then Spock broke the silence. 

"I do not think that Adairal Farnat was very happy to reinstate ee, Captain.” 

Before Kirk had a chance to answer, WeCoy couldn’t resist saying, "He’s a ‘book’ aan, Spock. You know the 
type - section this, paragraph that. It goes against the grain to reverse a decision which is written down right in 
front of his nose." 

Spock’s eyebrows rose. ‘Against the grain? I don’t recall seeing that in any regulation." 

McCoy grinned ashe got up. “Just beglad Farnat did. I have tobe going, Jie,’ he said as he saw Kirk’s 
questioning look. “Physicals start toeorrow so I’d better turn in early. Have to spend eost of the day tracking 
down the crew.” 

"Good night, Bones." 
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Kirk and Spock sat in coapanionable silence after McCoy had left. The Captain was staring into the depths of 
his glass and Spock quietly studied hie. Kirk had a new eaturity - the little boy look that was often present a few 
years ago was entirely absent. But the jast couple of years had taken a lot out of both of thea. Kirk looked up 
and his hazel eyes deepened alacst to brown. Spock knew the eaotion the Captain felt. It would probably never be 
expressed in words, but it was enough that they both knew it existed. The happenings of the past two years had only 
served to strengthen and deepen that bond which held thea ~ each so different - closer than either had ever expect- 
ed. Kirk seiled and raised his giass. Spock soleanly raised his in silent acknowledgaent, his dark eyes airroring 
the unspoken stateaant in his Captain’s eyes. 


Tile MOURNE 


He cage from his palace grand, 
He case to ay cottage door. 
His words ware few but his look 
Will linger forever rore. 

The look in his sad, dark eyes 
Hore tender than words could be, 
But I was nothing to hia, 

And he was the world to ae. 





1 suppose you could say our planet is anasaal in this galaxy of ours. I¢ is said that other worlds contain 
strange and wonderfel things - exotic anknowas, wondrous beings. 

Of this I know nothing, for our world is anlite any other I have heard of. hy ancestors cane from the Old 
Morld, ceataries ago, looking for 2 place where they could live their lives as they wished, to continue the ald mays 
so inportant to thea. They wanted nothing of the new technologies that were threatening to take over aen’s lives, 
pew ideas which were supposedly so nach better than the old. 

My fanily is not inportant, yet we can trace our lineage back to the early 1466's in Old England, on the farth 
as it once was. 1 have never been to Earth, bat I hear it is no longer the world I have heard aboat since 
childhood. I think 1 prefer where I an, the peacefal countryside with its low stone walls, the sheep and cattle 
dotting the fields. The villages are scattered yet not so distant that me can’t reach our neighbors for coppenity 
gatherings and dances. | love the dances, so gay and happy, everyone dressed so beaatifally, the girls in their 
long dresses and the boys so handsone ip their billowing white shirts and vests. 

Oar hoase is right on the edge of the village, its thatched roof reaching alaost to the grouad. My room is ip 
the eaves and I have it to ayself eem that ay sister is parried. Fron ay bed I can see ‘The Castle’ belonging to 
oar great fanily. It’s really oaly a grand house, bat it has been called The Castle for as long as 1 can renenber. 
The Stewarts live there. Thay are the post fanous of all our planet’s great fanilies, the nost wealthy and the nost 
powerfal, yet alse the kindest and aest generoes. They own oer village and all the countryside around as, yet they 
are always so very concerned abnat oar welfare. 

Old Ar. Stewart had always been here. fe is very old now, in his 96's. Wis son, Bathony, was away fara very 
long tine bet reterned several years ago. fe followed the exeaple set by his uncles and joined the ailitary. be 
had a glorious career and retired as an Adniral, Seis akiod oan, and since his retara he has shown a great 
interest in the doings of oar village. 

Strangers are alpost untaown in oar district, our planet is not popalar to outsiders, Our ways are strange to 
post, and | suppose there are other planets which offer sore excitenent. Mhatever the reason, they rarely cone. 


The spring had been ware that year and the lilac bushes flowered early. Their perfuee filled the light breeze 
and flowed out over the open fields. The wild strawberries ware at their prise and she was filling har basket full, 
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pausing occasionally to enjoy their lovely tart flavor. She loved this tise of year with everything around her 
blossoaing, the vigour of their new growth standing defiant to life in all their glory. 

She was kneeling in the shadows watching the antics of sone baby rabbits at play just outside the safety of the 
hedgerow, laughing at their silly gases. Suddenly they disappeared, startled by the approach of something they 
feared. 

She looked out into the open and saw a stranger slowly @aking his way through the tall grass of the aeadow. 
She didn’t know why she stayed hiddes - there was soeething about hia which spoke of a terrible loneliness. While 
all about hia was shouting of the joy of life, he carried an air of sadness. 

He stopped just short of where she knelt, his attention on soeething in the distance. She held her breath, 
hoping to reeain hidden, not wanting to intrude when he sco obviously wanted to be alone. She had never sean anyone 
sc handsoee, not even Brian whoe she desperately wanted to ask her to the dance. He wore his hair shorter than was 
noreally seen and her eyes followed the curve of his ear, exposed and accented by the unusual sideburns. His broad 
shoulders were accented by the sisple shirt he wore, the sun glinting off the gold stripes on his sleeves. He wore 
black pants which followed the line of his slender hips. The boys she knew all wore the baggy pants suitable for 
fare work and tha heavy boots necessary for working in the fields. His black boots were close fitting, covered by 
the flare of the dark pants. 

Ha stood silent for a long tiae, his aind obviously far away. She aeorized his profile, the fine line of his 
jaw, the aleost turned up nose which should have been out of place, yet suited hie perfectly. His beautiful hands 
hung aotionless by his sides, strong hands speaking of power held contained, yet scaehow not at peace. 

Finally he walked on, never looking in her direction. She stayed sotionless for a long tine after he had 
disappeared from her sight, his figure indelibly etched in her sind, his sadness having erased her joy in the day. 

Suddenly she realized that it was growing late and, grabbing her basket, ran back through the aeadow which led 
to the village. Passing through the earketplace, she paused where a group of woeen stood talking in excited voices 
about the stranger she had just seen. There was auch speculation on who he was and what he was doing there. 

She left thes and slowly walked hoee, the ijeage of the stranger strong in her aind, wondering why he carried 
such an air of sadness. What could possibly have hurt hie so badly? 


"Elizabeth, are you scribbling in that silly diary again?® 

She hadn’t heard her eother coee in and started guiltily. Blushing deeply, she quietly closed it and stood up. 

Her aother sailed at her in both exasperation and fondness. At sixteen, Elizabeth had grown into a true 
beauty, her Jong brown hair cascading in graceful waves down to her waist, eerry blue eyes sparkling with the love 
of life, the peaches and creae coeplexion of her ancestors glowing on her face. 

"Have you weeded the garden yet?" 

Elizabeth shook her head. ‘I forgot all about it.* 

"Well, gat aoving - you have enough tiee before supper." 

She aade her way down the steep, polished stairs and, as she entered the kitchen, her brother Jereay walked in. 
Jereay was a big, strapping youth, two years Elizabeth’s senior, and he worked in the stables up at The Castle. He 
was very fond of his sister, although at tiees he still found her childish. 

Blancing behind her, Elizabeth saw her eother had not followed her. 

"Jereey, is it true?" 

He grinned at her, strong, white teeth flashing on his tanned face. “Is what true?" 

"You know what I’e talking about - the stranger, the ean | saw this afternoon, is he really staying with the 
Stewarts?" 

"Little sister, I thought you were too old for idle gossip?" 

"Jereay!" 

He laughed and fluffed her hair. “Yes, ay nosey one, thera is sosecne staying at The Castle. It is said he is 
froa Earth and is an old friend of the Adeiral." 

"What’s happened to hie?" 

He swung a couple of buckets off the floor. "Can’t say, haven’t seen hia...." and disappeared out the door. 

She ran after hie. "Jereey, please!" 

He stopped just outside the gate, his blue eyes dancing as he saw his sister’s rising anger. “All right, it is 
said it was soeething terrible...." 

"He isn’t injured!" 

"Wo, nothing physical, but something very iaportant was taken away from hie. Soeeone he deeply loved died. 
The Adeiral invited hia to coae here for a while, to try to forget...." 
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Her hands had coae up to her face. "Oh, Jereay, was it his wife? The poor aan, how hurt he suet be...” 

Jereay sobered a little. "Elizabeth, don’t let your romantic ispulses run away with you. He is not of here.* 
He cupped her chin in his hand. ‘Reaeaber, you are sixteen and no longer acchild...." He looked at her for a 
eonent, then picked up his buckets and headed for The Castle on the hill. 


The days passed. The stranger was often seen in the distance walking alone in the fields, but he never case 
near the village. Talk ran raapant about why he was there. Some claiaed to have knowledge of aysterious happenings 
concerning hia - that it was not his wife but his lover who had died, that he hieself had killed her when he found 
her unfaithful, that she had killed herself, that he had sacrificed her for the honor of his sworn oath. 

Gradually it was discovered that Adairal Stewart had once been his coseanding officer. The stranger was a 
hero, he had eany tiees saved his een froe certain disaster, certain death, until the day he failed and the one so 
Close to hia had died. It was said that he no longer wanted to live, no longer found joy in the life still left to 
his, 

"Elizabeth, you are forever daydreaging!° 

She started froa where she had been sitting on the low bench, the pluas in the basket still unwashed. 

"Never sind, run into the house and wash your hands, then take these newly eabroidered linens up to The 
Castle.’ 

She flew to her rooe and washed quickly, changing into a new, clean apron over her delicate blue dress. This 
was the first opportunity she had had to go to The Castle since the stranger had arrived. She swept her hair back 
and up to the becoging style she had recently begun to wear. She bit her lips hard to bring out their fullest color 
which beautifully aatched the blooe in her cheaks. 

"Elizabeth, they need thea for tonight, not next year! 

There was a great deal of bustling at The Castle, obviously there were quests expected for the evening aeal. 
The linens were received with grave thanks and she was given rich payaent for thea. 

She slipped unnoticed into the seall garden - she was so close, she had to be daring, she couldn’t fail to see 
hie. Following the aaze she had known by heart since childhood, she aade her way to the large aanicured lawns at 
the back of The Castle. 

He was there, as she had soeehow known he would be. She stopped just inside the entrance of the saze, her 
heart thuaping. He was standing alone, looking into the distance. There was an indelible look of sadness, of loss, 
staaped on his handsoae face. His hair was ruffled by the soft breeze and hung over his tall forehead. The young 
face looked as if it had endured aore than a aan should be asked to bear, yet he had so auch farther to go. His 
shoulders were sluaped as if the weight of his sorrow had finally proven too auch. 

She aleost soved forward, but a sudden voice kept her where she was. 

*So there you are!" 

The ean straightened, the terrible look of pain left his face as he turned to look at the speaker. For the 
first tiae she saw his eyes, large hazel eyes that were dark pools of sadness, eyes that would betray where the face 
aight not. 

Adairal Stewart cage across the lawn. ‘I’ve been looking everywhere for you. Come, there’s soeeone I want you 
to aeet." 

They were gone a long tiee before she finally turned and slowly aade her way back to the cottage. Her eother 
coaaented on her silence at dinner, but she scarcely noticed, her aind too auch on the larga, toraented, beautiful 
eyes of the stranger. ke 


The weeks passed and the gossip turned to other things, the stranger aleost forgotten. He kept to hieself and 
there were other things eore iaportant. But Elizabeth never forgot - she had stopped pestering Jereey, as he got 
very angry with her constant questions and threatened to tell their parents. So she kept her thoughts to herself, 
sharing thea only with her dreaes. 

Then it happened. She was busy sweeping the path to the house and hadn’t heard his approach. 

"EXCUS® OQ...." 

She turned at the unfaailiar voice and stood speechless when she discovered hie standing just behind her. He 
had grown auch thinner since she had seen hia at The Castle, but she scarcely noticed. Those haunted hazel eyes 
held hers unblinkingly, 

"I’a sorry to bother you, but I wonder if it would be possible to have a drink of water?" 

He sailed a little at her apparent confusion. The saile Jit his face, causing an answering seile to coe to 
her own. 
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"But surely, sir, if you would care to sit?" 

He accepted her invitation and she went to fetch a cup, filling it at the large puep in the kitchen. He 
accepted it with grave thanks, and drank. 

"Would you like another, sir?° 

"Wo, thank you.’ 

His eyes again held hers, the eyes still shadowed with the unbearable sorrow of his aeaories. She felt her 
heart cry out to hie, yearning to hold hie, to comfort hia, yat knowing there was nothing she could do. She knew at 
- that eoment that this was a aan she could give her life to, could die for, then realized with a start that someone 
already had. 

He stood up, obviously unaware of her thoughts that were screaping out to hie. She couldn’t believe that one 
could feel so auch for another and not have it known. 

He looked at her again, his eyes appearing to eeaorize her features. ‘Thank you for your kindness. * 

"Anytiea, sir.” Her voice was hardly a breathless whisper, but he didn’t hear her. He had already started 
along the road which led to The Castle. ee 


As the days went by, she would occasionally see hie walking through the fields. Sosetiaes he would be at The 
Castle when she was there on soee errand, but he never spoke to her again, never seeaed to notice she was there. 
She lived for another aoment like the one at the cottage, that aoment when his eyes had held hers, when she had 
given hia water and wanted to give hia her life, but it never happened. 

"It’s said he’s dying, you know. He’s had the fever now for a week and he’s no better." 

Elizabeth froze as she started to enter the kitchen. Sarah, one of the aaids from The Castle, was visiting. 

"Oh, the Adairal does what he can, but aark ay words, he doesn’t want to live. He’s such a gentle soul, to 
have to live with such aeaories. Ny heart goes out to hia, to be sure. He won’t find his peace in this life." 

She fled to her rooa, tears pouring down her face. He couldn’t die! How could she possibly go on living? 


* 

"Elizabeth, bring out the black." 

She turned a stricken face to her aother, her voice failing her when she had to know. 

"The poor aan staying with the Adsiral died last night. The viewing is this afternoon." 

*"Numay....° 

"Wo, dearest, you’re too young.° 

She had to go - she couldn’t leave her love unexpressed. She had to go! 

"Mother," Jereay’s deep voice spoke froa behind her. ‘I think that Elizabeth should be allowed to go." 

Her eyes, filled with unshed tears, flew to his. They were met with quiet understanding. She quickly looked 
back at her aother. 

"Please, Musay...." 

She looked at her two children for a few aoments, then nodded. "All right, Elizabeth, if Jereay thinks it’s 
{aportant, then I suppose you can go." 

After their aother had gone, Jereay gently held Elizabeth until she had cried herself out. 

"He was not one of us, Elizabeth. You were living an iapossible dreae.* 

She lifted her tear-stained face to his. ‘I know, Jereay, but doesn’t everyone... someting?" She gently aoved 
out of his aras and went to change. hr 


He was lying as the old castoa dictated, the large bed strewn with flowers. Bis face was peacefal...his pain 
had ended. 

Bat that is aot how J will peseaber his, lying there, his eyes closed, Jong lashes fanning oat over pale 
cheeks. I will always see the dark shadow of sorrow held in the hazel depths as his eyes held pine...that day 2 


gave EN AI MEATS And now in his palace grand, 


On a flower strewn bed he lies. 
His beautiful lids are closed, 
O’er his sad dark beautiful eyes. 
And aaong the eourners who aourn, 
Why should I a eourner be? 

For I was nothing to hia, 

And he was the world to ae. 


(Traditional English folksong, 14th century) 
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fhe Flight 





"why?" 

Pain-darkened hazel aet haunted brown. 
"why Vulcan? Why now?” 
"Captain, it is something I aust do.* 
it is you I fear, 

It is fron you I ran. 

If I do pot go now 

I will be forever lost. 

Eternity stood still - tine ceasad to be, 
Neither could look away as 

Two hearts cried out - too late. 
Gradually anger replaced pain and 


Foraality aatched foraality, 

"Then you are free to go, Commander. * 
and 

Each was alone, left with the aeaory 

Of the hazel /brown eyes that spoke 

What the heart could not. 


"Spock!" 

He could not look, yet he aust. 

Joy, then confusion aet silent plea, 

The hazel questioned - the brown looked away. 
It is you I fear, 

It is froa you I ran. 


If I let go now 
I will be forever lost. 
Welcone rejected, 
Friendship extended - handed back. 
Now anger was added to hurt 

and 
Each was alone, left with the vision 
Of the hazel/brown eyes that spoke 
Where the heart could not. 


"Spock, were you right?* 

The laugh cones easily. 

I have never been so wrong, 
The fear is gone, 

My flight is finished, 

But I have not lost. 


Love-softened brown aet hazel, 
The nage, once so hard, slips out. 
Hands: grip, heads nod 

"and 
Now neither is alone, for at last 
The hazel/brown eyes were free to speak 
Those words that cosa from the heart. 
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SL The Dream Bo 


He could not reaeaber how long he had been alone - gaybe all his life. It seeaed forever. 

At home nowhere; friend to no one. 

He did not know how long he had been standing staring at the inky blackness, as dark as his existence, offering 
as little hope of fulfillaent as anything had offered hia in the life he had not asked to live. 

Then in the blackness a soft glow started, a auted gold; gentle, welcoming, a circle of light in the aiddle of 
nothingness. 

He watched silent and uncertain as the glow reached out towards hia. 

Slowly a brilliant ring of light surrounded the goid circle - and hia. He felt a sudden, inexplicable 
acceptance of the presence, The circle of light passed right through his body and filled hia with eotions he never 
dreamed existed. 

He did nothing to fight. 

Indeed, it was open surrender. 

An answering ring of light slowly left hia to surround the golden circle. A diamer circle of his own aaking 
orbited on that ring around the circle froa which he now drew his life and strength. 

Suddenly forever was not enough tiaee. 

Gradually a third ring foraed around hia, intersecting with the other, sealler, thinner, but its light just as 
intense. A sealler, bluish orb appeared outside the rings, accepted as belonging, yet separate froa what he felt 
and shared with the glowing golden light. 

He did not notice when the bond began forming. He did not notice when his emotions started to overwhele the 
fragile control of his Vulcan training. He only noticed that the rings appeared to be shrinking, threatening to 
bind hia, to strangle hie. Suddenly the feeling of peace was gone. 

The golden circle was growing, nurtured by his responding emotion. He felt his fear begin. He could not deal 
with what was happening. He was the one who had started it, yet he could not deal with it. The light was giving 
more than he could accept, giving sore than he knew he could ever return. Terror-stricken, he struggled to free 
hieself from the binding rings before the ever-strengthening bond destroyed forever the separate being he had 
struggled his entire life to becoae. 

With a loud cry he broke free, destroying the golden circle which had been, for a brief aoment, the center of 
his existence. The blackness fell again, darker than any he had ever experienced. 


Spock woke abruptly, trembling from the horror of his dream and tereiried at its aeaning. 

Taking a deep breath, he got up, his eyes involuntarily going to the chronoaeter even though he was well aware 
of the tiae. In 3.7 hours he would be standing in front of his captain, telling hia of Starfleet’s acceptance of 
his request. 

In 3.7 hours he would tell James T. Kirk that he was leaving to go back to Vulcan - forever, 

In 3.7 hours he would irreparably hurt the only person in the universe he loved. 

A few aoments ago, in a dream, he had destroyed that light. In a mere 3.7 hours he would do the same with 
reality. 
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Leonard McCoy switched off his recorder with a sigh, then leaned back in his chair, his eyes slowly roving 
around his office. Tomorrow they would arrive at Earth, toaorrow their five year mission would be officially ended. 
There would be the endless debriefings, then countless consultations with the Surgeon General’s office concerning 
changes in some procedures, elimination of others, and additions that should be ade in his departaent. But for now 
he had nothing to do. The last of his paperwork was finished, there were no patients to take care of, and he was on 
nis own for twenty-four hours. 

Glancing at the chronoaeter, he decided he would get some dinner, then aaybe hunt up Jia for a nightcap. He 
hadn’t seen auch of hia recently} clearing up the last-ainute details of the mission had kept hia unusually busy and 
McCoy hadn’t wanted to bother hia. But tonight would be the Jast night for a long time that they would be together 
in the fasiliar surroundings of the Enterprise. It would be sose aonths before the ship could be refitted, before 
a satisfactory replacement crew could be gathered. They would have a long R & R, but it wouldn’t be the sage. And 
once they were out again on the new mission the first weeks would be just as confused as they had been last tine, 
and there wouldn’t be tiae for a quiet drink. 

By the tiae he got to dinner aost people had eaten and left, but he saw Spock sitting by hiaself, slowly eating 
a vile-looking aixture of vegetables. McCoy got his aeal and walked over to the Vulcan. 

"Mind if I join you?® 

For a aoment Spock’s eyes darkened, then he gestured to an eapty chair and went back to his aeal. McCoy sat 
down, a little surprised by Spock’s odd reaction. 

"Well, Spock, are you all packed yet?" Again he couldn’t decipher the look Spock gave hia. 

"| assuae that you are, Doctor." 

"You assu@e correctly," said McCoy with a grin. "I[’@ going to be the first one off this tub once we’re in 
orbit. 

Spock’s eyebrow rose slightly at the word "tub", but he @ade no comment. McCoy watched hia for a aoaent, then 
shrugged and turned his attention to his aeal. He was surprised a few minutes later when he looked up to see Spock 
staring at hia with a rather strange expression. 

"Is something the aatter, Spock?" The Vulcan seemed tense, worried about something. 

"No, Doctor, there is nothing wrong." He was silent for a aoment, then he went on. "Do you plan to stay at 
Starfleet Headquarters when you leave the ship?" 

"Yes, for a few days," said McCoy, his voice and his face puzzled. ‘“Why?" 

Spock looked down at his eapty plate. ‘Of course, you will be there for the debriefing. Do you have any plans 
after that?" 

"Spock, what are you getting at?" McCoy was suddenly suspicious, although he didn’t know of what. 

"Are your plans open after the debriefing, Doctor? It is a siaple enough question, surely.* 

"All right, the answer is yes. I’ve got nothing definite to do. I have some aedical aeetings, then [71] see 
how auch tiee I have before the ship is ready to go again. Beyond that, I have nothing planned." McCoy’s voice 
showed the annoyance that Spock’s grilling had caused. ‘Satisfied? 

"Yes, Doctor, thank you.” Spock stood, picking up his tray. 

"Spock, why are you so interested in what I’a going to be doing?" Spock looked at hia for a aoment, then 
turned and left without comment. McCoy stood looking at the eapty doorway, wondering what on earth was the aatter 
with the Vulcan now. "Probably just doesn’t want to say goodbye," he auttered to hiaself. "He’s too used to ship- 
board life - probably doesn’t know what to do with hiaself now that the aission’s over.” He finished his coffee, 
then started out on his search for the elusive Captain. 
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"Hey, Jia-boy, slow down!* 

Kirk stopped and turned to see McCoy sauntering along the corridor behind hia. 

"You’re going to give yourself a heart attack if you keep up this pace, Captain," McCoy said with a grin, his 
eyes taking in Kirk’s exhausted face. "Do you realize that I’ve been tracking you for the past hour? There can’t 
be one place on this ship that you haven’t been, and I haven’t followed. The crew is going to start getting suspic- 
ious. 

Kirk s@iled. "All right, Doctor, you’ve caught up with ae. What do you want?" 

"Oh, I thought we could have a little nightcap, jaw over old ties, toast a new future." 

For a aoment Kirk hesitated. He had an awful lot to do and not a great deal of time todoit in. But it would 
be a while before he would have a quiet soment to share with McCoy again. "All right, Bones. Half an hour in ay 
quarters? J have a couple of things to do on the bridge first." 

"Sounds good to ae," said McCoy with a saile. ‘“I’41 see you there." 


Spock was just getting up froa the cogaunications console when Kirk stepped out of the turbolift. Kirk was 
startled to see a look of alaost-shock cross Spock’s face when he glanced up to see who had arrived, 

"Practicing for a new career, Spock?" he asked cheerfully. 

Spock looked confusedly at the console as though he had never seen it before, then he took out atape and 
straightened up. ‘No, sir," he said, not looking at Kirk. 

"Spock, is there something wrong?® 

Spock drew in a deep breath, then seemed to change his aind. He looked at Kirk. ‘No, Captain. I was coaplet- 
ing soae work that needed to be done before we arrive at Earth." 

Kirk nodded slowly. "I wish this @ission wasn’t ending. | wish it could go on forever." He smiled a little. 
"{ guess that sounds silly. A year from now we’ll probably be wishing we were back where we are now. You’l! be 
fuming at ae for not being logical, and I’1] be ranting at Starfleet’s stupidity...." His smile faded. "But some 
of us won’t be back, Spock. The end of a mission changes everything. New people come, old friends go." He looked 
around the bridge. "For one thing, you won’t be stuck with a juvenile Captain again. If nothing else, I’s older.' 

Pain swept through Spock a5 he stood looking at Kirk. He wished with all his heart that he still saw Kirk as 
he had that first day} young, iapetuous, eager to learn - and a stranger. 

"Well," said Kirk, "you’ve probably got some work to do. I know I have, Oh - McCoy’s invited hieself for a 
drink later. The invitation’s open if you’d like to coae.’" 

For a aoment Spock panicked, but he couldn’t refuse without raising Kirk’s suspicions. He had already stepped 
out-of-line with McCoy at dinner, and if the two of them started talking about hia.... ‘Thank you, Captain, I would 
be honored." 

"Good. Twenty ainutes then, in ay cabin." 

Spock quickly left the bridge. On the way to his quarters the tape alaost burned his hand as he thought how 
narrowly he had aissed being discovered. The tape was a follow-up to his request that his resignation froe Star- 
fleet be accepted iamediately, Reasons - personal. * 


"Goodness, Bones; I think this stuff aust have been aging since the year one,” said Kirk appreciatively as he 
swirled the brandy in his glass. 

"A special bottle," nodded McCoy in agreement. ‘I’ve been saving it for a long tiae." 

They were alone in Kirk’s quarters. Spock had left a few minutes earlier, saying he had things to attend to. 
They had spent a pleasant hour discussing soae of the funnier incidents that had happened to thea over the years, 
incidents that had Kirk and McCoy often helpless with laughter} even Spock’s south twitched occasionally over soae 
of thea. 

"Well, Jia - to the end of an era," said McCoy, lifting his glass. 

"And to the beginning of another," said Kirk, lifting his in answer. "Are you really going to go through all 
this again, Bones?" 

“What, let you and that crazy Vulcan loose in space without ae? You wouldn’t last a week!" They laughed and 
drank, then McCoy put his glass on the table. "What if they offer you flag rank, Jia} would you be teapted to take 
it?" 

Kirk looked at hia in surprise. "Do you think I should, given the unlikely possibility that they do offer it?* 

"Well, it would follow along the path o¢ your aeteoric rise - youngest Acadeay graduate, youngest coasanding 
officer, youngest Captain, Starship rank... youngest Adairal?° 
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"Bones, I’a not even forty yet. There’s plenty of time to be a desk-bound paper-pusher later. I aa definitely 
not interested in setting any aore records. * 

"You already have." 

Kirk looked at hia with a grin, “What have I done now?" 

"You took over the Enterprise five years ago, and you’re bringing the ship and crew hose - intact." 

"Not intact, Bones." The soul-deep exhaustion Kirk had been ignoring sounded in his voice. "Seventy-nine 
people have died." 

McCoy frowned, “Jia, we’re not here to discuss infallibility. I’ve done that enough tiees with you already. 
All I’a trying to point out is that you’ve come up with another first, and Starfleet is going to reward you like no 
other aan has ever been rewarded," 

"I can always say no.’ 

"Yeah, well, I guess there’s always that.” He glanced up as Kirk rose. “Didn’t @ean to chase you away by 
turning serious." 

"You didn’t. I’ve got some things to do.‘ 

McCoy looked at hia skeptically. “Well, @ake sure you get to bed sometiae before tosorrow aorning, okay?" 

Kirk sailed. “That sounds like a doctor’s order." 

McCoy sailed back. ‘It is. See you in the aorning.” 


Right on schedule, the Enterprise entered synchronous orbit over Starfleet Headquarters, San Francisco. 

"Orbit secure, Captain," said Sulu, locking the starship on an autogatic orbital path. 

"Fleet Comsand acknowledges our arrival, Captain,” came Uhura’s voice, “They have arelief crew standing by, 
ready to beae up." 

"Thank you, Lieutenant,” said Kirk. “Notify the transporter room, then start organizing the departure 
schedules.” 

“Aye, sir.” 

Kirk glanced up at McCoy. ‘Well, Bones, we aade it.” 

McCoy nodded but didn’t say anything. He looked around the bridge, savoring a last look at the fasiliar faces. 
He knew a lot of people wouldn’t be here when they left orbit again. When he looked back, Spock had come to stand 
beside Kirk, as he had so very often over the past years. Together they were looking at the blue/white planet that 
dominated the viewscreen. McCoy sailed inwardly. As auch as he fought with the Vulcan, that picture said it all. 
The strength of one lay with the other, and it always would, 

The eosent for conteeplation was past. People who had been lost in their own thoughts turned to briefly 
neglected duties and the bridge once again huased with efficiency. Kirk acknowledged a eessage froe Adeiral 
Nogura’s office, accepting an invitation for hia and his senior officers to attend a dinner that night. 

"I trust none of you had prior engageaents," he said with a twinkle in his eye. “If you have, I suggest you 
break thea.” He looked around, “Well, everything seeas secure here. Mr. Sulu....” He was interrupted by a call 
froa Scotty, 

“Captain, could you coe down to ay office for a wee ainute?" 

"Problea, Scotty?" 

“Well, sir, yes and no, I’d like you to have a look.® 

"All right, I’@ on ay way.” He looked at Spock, who raised an eyebrow. "You have the con, Mr. Spock,” 

“Acknowledged,” 

As the turbolift doors closed behind Kirk, everyone on the bridge leapt to his feet. 

"Mr. Spock, are you sure you don’t aind?" asked Uhura, obviously barely able to contain herself, 

“I assure you, Miss Uhura, I aa perfectly capable of keeping the bridge secure during your absence. * 

With that, everyone - including McCoy - crowded into the turbolift. Until he had seen it done, Spock would 
have sworn that that gany people wouldn’t have fit. Within seconds he was standing alone on a deserted bridge. 
Shaking his head, he sat down at the hela, his eyes watchfully aoving over the instruaents, One person could ean a 
starship in synchronous orbit, but it was a good idea to be alert, just in case, 

Scotty happened to be watking past the turbolift doors just as Kirk stepped out. He was carrying some rolled- 
up plans in his hand, 

“What’s up, Scotty?" 

"I dinna know, Captain. It’s verra strange.” Kirk fell into step beside hia and they aoved off down the 
corridor towards Scotty’s office. Scotty launched into a technical explanation of an engine ealfunction that had 
Kirk scraebling to keep up, and he didn’t notice that they had passed Scotty’s office and were heading for Rec Rooe 
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18 - the huge area where the ship’s biggest functions were held. 

They were deep in discussion as they went through the door, looking at the plans in Scotty’s hand. The sudden 
cheering and clapping caught Kirk cold. He looked up in surprise to see a Seething ass of huaanity packad into 
the rec room, all smiling at hia and applauding. He stopped dead, then looked at Scotty. 

"An engine aalfunction?® 

Scotty grinned. “Aye, well...close enough." 

Uhura stepped forward and a loud chorus of ssshhh ran through the large room. Kirk looked at McCoy, who was 
squeezed into the corner. The doctor grinned and winked. Kirk’s expression told hie he would get hia latar. Then 
his attention case back to Uhura, who had stopped in front of hia. 

“Captain,” she said, her voice reaching to the back corners of the roo@, ‘there’s no way this isn’t going to 
sound corny} believe ae, |’ve tried.” She took a deep breath, then continued. ‘Sir, we would like to thank you for 
the past five years, for your inspiration, for your leadership. We’ve learned what the Federation truly stands for 
because of you. We’ve all grown because of our association with you....° Someone stepped forward with a large roll 
of paper and gave it to Uhura. "There’s not auch that travellers like ourselves can give a@ach other, but our own 
special feelings. Captain, this scroll says what we feel about you...” She held it out to Kirk, who Slowly took 
it. He looked around the rec room, his throat hurting as he held his eeotions in check. So aany people ~ soae he 
knew well, others he knew not at all - but they all shared the sage pride and love for their comaanding officer. 
What had he ever done to deserve it? 

"Bo ahead, open it.” Uhura’s voice brought hie back to reality. 

As he broke the seal, one end of the scroll fell open and dropped to the floor, rolling several feet before it 
stopped. He glanced at the beautiful hand-printed script at the top of the scroll and felt hiaself turning red. 
Then he looked farther down$ a picture of every crewaeeber was there, personally signed. Soge paople had written a 
seal) note; others, just their signatures. 

"So you’]] remeaber us, sir," said Uhura, her eyes bright with tears. 

Kirk swallowed hard as he tried to find the right words to say, even though he realized that there weren’t any. 
He gazed around the rooe, then cleared his throat and looked down again at the scroll in his hands. "Uh, I was set 
to deal with a malfunction, not with this," he said. Then he looked up. "J want to thank all of you for aaking the 
Enterprise tha ship she has been. For those of you who ara going onto other duties, ey best wishes go with 
you...” He cleared his throat again. "And for those of you who are staying on, I want you back here in one piece, 
alert and sober!" There was laughter and applause. "Really," he continued, “I don’t know what to Say except.... 
thank you." He regarded the crowd in front of hie. ‘Now, I think some of you had better get back on duty. I adait 
that the Enterprise is a good ship, but flying by herself is expecting a bit such.” He grinned, then, rolling up 
the scroll, he turned and left before the fullness in his eyes overflowed into the tears that aany others were 
already shedding. 

The buzzer sounded and Kirk activated the lock as he ran over the list of nases, the scroll lying open over his 
desk and piled on the floor on either side. McCoy walked in, his face split by a huge grin. 

"Gotcha, didn’t wa?® 

"Bones, if I ever get hold of the instigator of this little do, his name will be eud!" 

"Sure, sure." McCoy glanced at the scroll. "l’ve never heard of anything like this happening on a ship 
before, Jie. Soae groups aight get together, but, barring yourself, everyone aboard the Enterprise is reprasent- 
ed on that thing. That should tell you something about yourself." 

"Yeah, everyone was too scared not to." He looked at the top of the scroll. "That’s a good picture of you, 
Bones.° 

"Had it doctored specially," said McCoy with a grin. He looked closely at Kirk. “Did you go to bed at all 
last night?" 

A sheepish look crossed Kirk’s face. ‘Well, I was going to..." 

"Jia, when are you going to realize you’re only Huaan? The next few weeks are going to be pretty draining, and 
starting out exhausted isn’t going to help.’ 

"Bones, 1’ ve been tired for so long 1’ve forgotten what it’s like to feel noraal.” He picked up the scroll and 
started to reroll it. 

McCoy watched hie, a hint of worry on his face. Scaetiae in the next few weeks Kirk would have to let go. He 
only hoped that their duties at Starfleet would be long get then, and Kirk could peacefully collapse on R & R. 


"Do you realize how often we’re going to be stuck in these things over the next several weeks?" groaned McCoy 
as he pulled at the neck of his dress unifore. 
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“But think of the good food that goes with it," replied Kirk with a grin. ‘Mot one thing in that entire dinner 
was reconstituted, ° 

"Indeed," agreed Spock. “Even the ploeeek soup was superior.’ 

“Well, well,* said McCoy, ‘We finally got a word out of our First Officer.‘ 

Kirk looked at Spock. ‘You were unusually quiet tonight, Spock. 

"The good doctor was doing an adeirable job of monopolizing the conversation, sir, I did not feel it necassary 
to fight for a chance to make an observation.” The tone of Spock’s voice stopped either Kirk or McCoy froe 
coeaenting further. They glanced at each other, surprised at Spock’s soeewhat acid coeeent. ‘If you will excuse 
ae, gentleeen,” continued Spock, °I have a few things to attend to." He nodded foreally and walked away. 

"Soeething’s bothering hie, Jie," said McCoy thoughtfully. ‘He’s been acting a bit strangely recently. 

“Probably the sage thing that’s bothering all of us, Bones,® said Kirk. ‘We're tired, we’ve come to the end of 
the eission. Change is unsettling at the best of times, and you know how Spock likes routine. He’s really only 
happy when he’s far away froe the complications of things like this.’ 

"Yeah, I hope that’s all this is. Well, I need some sleep. Unlike the two of you, I’e long past the age where 
I can go for weeks before | collapse. See you in the eorning.* 

"Good night, Bones." 

Kirk went to his quarters to change, then started on his usual nightly tour of his ship - the last tour he 
would take for sore eonths. Where he eet creween at work he stopped and talked for a few einutes before eoving on. 
It was well past eidnight, ship’s tiee, before he got back to his own quarters. Toeorrow he would be leaving her to 
go planetside. By then the Enterprise would be swareing with technicians stripping her down} refurbishing, 
refitting, and giving her a general overhaul. 

Wearily he flopped down onto his bed, not bothering to undress. He didn’t feel euch like sleeping. He was too 
tired, for one thing, and he had conflicting eeotions over the ending of a very ieportant phase of his life, For an 
hour he lay in the dark silence, then finally gave up on the idea of sleep. He got up and headed detereinedly for 
the door. There was one place he would be at peace - and it wasn’t here. 

The bridge was dark as he stepped out of the turbolift. He didn’t bother switching on the lights, but stepped 
down to the hele console and activated the viewscreen. Then he eoved to the cogsand chair and stared at the 
beautiful planet below hie, and at the stars in the black velvet background of space. As he sat there he thought of 
the planets that surrounded those stars, and the eany things that had happened as the Enterprise had eade her way 
aeong thee. It was a life he loved, a life he never wanted to end, 


"Jie?" A gentle hand shook hia awake. Kirk grunted and straightened up. Spock was standing beside the 
coaeand chair, his eyes showing soee concern. Kirk looked at the chronoeeter, then back at Spock. 

“You’re up early," he said quietly. The chronometer showed hie that he had been asleep for about four hours. 

“I had a few things to run through the coaputer,® Spock replied. Kirk looked at his thoughtfully. As soon as 
he had opened his eyes he was conscious that Spock had withdrawn. He wondered again what was wrong. The friend he 
had come to know was getting hard to find. All that sade Spock special was starting to subserge back into the 
stolid Vulcan. Kirk realized suddenly that it had been happening for the past several eonths, and he didn’t know 
why. He got to his feet a bit stiffly and stretched. 

“Ohh - command chairs are not built to sleep in.” He looked at Spock. “I’d better go finish packing. You, | 
assuee, are all set to go?" 

"Affireative.’ 

“I hate organized people. See you later.’ 

Spock watched hie leave, a growing tightness in his chest. He was more packed than Kirk realized. He had only 
to wait until he received a reply to the request he had sent to Starfleet three aonths ago, and then... 

He slowly turned to his console. And then he would have to face Kirk, and every einute of every day he dread- 
ed that aoeent. But every tise he was near Kirk he realized that he had eade the only decision possible. Months of 
agonizing had ended, and sany things would change. He would only be one of thee. 

"You’re looking a little dishevelled, Jia,° said McCoy, after the two of thee had aleost collided at the turbo- 
lift. ‘What on earth have you been doing?" 

"Sleeping on the bridge. Have you had breakfast yet?" 

McCoy shook his head. ‘I was just on ay way.° 

"Good. 1711 join you." 

It didn’t take Kirk very long to finish packing once he got started. He put aside one seall suitcase to take 
with hia. His other belongings, stored in air crates, could stay onboard. The crew’s quarters were last on the 
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list to be overhauled. By the tise technicians got to thea, Kirk would be based sosewhere on Earth, and he could 
have his belongings transported there. 

Finally, he could put off the inevitable no longer. The chronometer crept relentlessly forward towards the 
departure tiaea. He looked around his cabin one last tiee. He frowned a little. This, too, would be greatly 
changed when he got back. Progress brought change - change was inevitable, but, like Spock, he adaitted that he 
wasn’t coafortable with it. Someone would take his lady in his absence and change her, make her different from what 
she had been - and she was perfect now. The coa@anding tone of the buzzer broke into his thoughts and he turned 
towards the door. 

"Come." 

McCoy walked in, eyeing the ordered aess of Kirk’s quarters, “Amazing how auch junk you can get in a seal) 
area, isn’t it?" 

Kirk laughed. He had had the exact sage thought as he was packing. ‘You ready to go?° 

"Yup." McCoy’s eyes were fixed on Kirk. “I thought aaybe you’d like some company. * 

Kirk appreciated McCoy’s concern. In a way, he had been dreading this last walk down the corridors to the 
transporter room. It wasn’t that he couldn’t cose back aboard the Enterprises he could, any tiae he wanted to. 
But for a while at least, she wouldn’t be his. 

"Well, I guess l’a ready. We can pick up Spock on the way.* 

McCoy’s eyes narrowed. ‘“Spock’s already gone, Jia.* 

"Gone? When?" 

"About an hour ago. I just happened to be checking to aake sure the transporter was working properly when he 
case in. Ha didn’t say auch, then he was gone. McCoy shifted uncoafortably under Kirk’s gaze. “Oh, the trans- 
porter’s working fine.* 

A saall seile didn’t quite blot out the bleak look in Kirk’s eyes. “Well, he probably had something he had to 
do planetside. Come on, let’s go." 

As they aade their way to the transporter room McCoy silently cursed Spock. For no reason he could fathoa, 
Spock had elected to desert Kirk at a eoment when he needed hia the aost. The Vulcan had lived with Humans long 
enough to be aware of their feelings - and he certainly knew Kirk well enough to know that this eosent would be a 
difficult one, where he would need those few people he was close to. And the one who was closest to hia, who aeant 
the aost to hia, was the one who had failed hia now. 

Only Scotty was in the transporter room when they arrived. He knew the emotions that would be ripping through 
his commanding officer, so had sent the technician away on a ainor errand. 

"I take it you'll be supervising the engine refitting, Scotty,® said Kirk with a grin. 

"Aye, sir," said Scotty. "l’a nae letting strangers foul up ey wee bairns. But I’1)] be at the debriefing, 
right enough. ° 

“Good. We'll see you there." He glanced at McCoy. ‘Ready, Doctor?* 

McCoy visibly straightened, “The only thing I like about this is that it’s going to be weeks before I am forced 
to risk ay eolecules going through one of these things again! He noted with relief that his gruabling had struck 
the chord he had hoped it would, and Kirk got on the platfora, laughing. 

"All right, Scotty," he said, still chuckling. ‘Energize - carefully!* 


The next weeks kept thea all too busy to think. Endless eeetings followad the debriefing periods, and those in 
turn were followed by around of dinner parties, award ceresonies, and a general showing-off of the latest 
Federation heroes. Through it all Spock remained aloof and strangaly reticent - a Vulcan aaong Humans. At first 
Kirk tried to break through, but he soon gave up. Spock would explain his actions in his own tiaw, and Kirk was too 
busy to worry about anything other than his own probleas. 

McCoy watched thea both, his worry increasing. Spock had withdrawn into a place where no one could follow. Hae 
ignored all of McCoy’s atteapts to talk with hie until finally McCoy lost his teaper. They had just finished their 
final, exhausting debriefing session, and they were all tired and on edge. 

“Come on," said Kirk. “This calls for a celebration, before I fall flat on ay face. Let’s find a quiet place 
to eat." 

“T’a with you, Jia," said McCoy. 

"I shall take ay leave, gentlemen,’ said Spock quietly. “I have...." He broke off at the look on McCoy’s 
face. 

"Jie," said McCoy, “you go ahead. Get us a table at that little restaurant you like so euch, I’1) be right 
there.” 
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For a soaent Kirk looked at thea, then he nodded and left. McCoy exhaled heavily; for a brief soaent he had 
thought that Kirk aeant to stay to find out what was going on, and he was just as happy he hadn’t. He was about to 
vent the entire strength of his anger on the Vulcan. He waited until Kirk was out of sight, then wheeled on Spock. 

"All right, I want an explanation!* 

"0¢ what?" Spock’s face was a blank. 

"Of why you are trying to destroy that aan - your best friend!” 

Spock’s eyebrow rose slightly at the word McCoy used, "1 assure you, Doctor, I aa not trying to destroy 
anyone." 

"Now look, Spock, Jia needs....° 

"The Captain needs a friend at his side, Doctor, soaeone who understands what he is going through and can give 
hie the support he needs...." 

"Right!" Suddenly McCoy felt uneasy. Spock was giving hia the argquaent he had been going to give the Vulcan. 

"He needs someone who can stand by hia in the days and weeks ahead, until the aental and physical exhaustion of 
this aission is gone....° 

McCoy nodded. ‘He needs that someone badly. * 

"At the moment, he is holding hiaself together by sheer power of will," said Spock, hardly noticing McCoy’s 
interruption. “One day, soon, he will cose to the end of his reserves, and he will be open and vulnerable to 
anything that happens. ° 

McCoy looked at hia speculatively. ‘All right, Spock, I concede your analysis is flawless. That stil] doesn’t 
explain your actions, or- excuse thea.° 

Spock looked down the eapty street, and McCoy saw a auscle quiver along the Vulcan’s jawline ~ a small aovement 
that shrieked out Spock’s struggle for control. He reached forward and put his hand on Spock’s ara. 

"Spock, what’s....° 

Spock pulled away as though McCoy had iaparted an electrical shock. Then their eyes mat, worry in McCoy’s, a 
hint of desperation in Spock’s. 

"Doctor, Jia needs you. Please goto hia, stay with hia. I[...1 am not able....” Abruptly he turned and 
practically fled down the street, leaving McCoy gaping after hia. This was cartainly not the conversation, nor the 
reaction he had expected. 

Kirk was nursing a drink by the tise McCoy got to the restaurant. He stopped at the bar and got one for hia- 
self, then went over to the table and sat down. 

"You two settle your differences?® 

McCoy took a swallow of his drink, then looked at hia. ‘Were we fighting?® 

"Repriaand noted,* said Kirk with a slight seile. He looked around the darkened rooa. ‘He wouldn’t cose, | 
take it." 

For a moment McCoy hesitated. Should he tell Kirk what had happened? Spock’s strange behavior was already 
worrying Kirk badly, and McCoy decided that now would not be a good tiae to add to those worries. ‘He had a aeeting 
to go to. J guess Vulcans really don’t get as tired as Hugans. I couldn’t go to a aeeting now even if it was to 
discover that ay old gaiden aunt had left ae a billion credits.* 

"I know what you @ean," agreed Kirk. 

They placed their orders. The food case quickly and they ate in silence, enjoying the aeal but too tired to 
carry on the conversation. After a short walk they returned to their teaporary quarters at Starfleet Headquarters 
and turned in early. Kirk had a aeeting with Fleet Comaand in the morning, to be followed by a lunch with Adairal 
Nogura. McCoy had a conference with the Surgeon General, then would aeet with the aedical technicians and engineers 
to start redesigning sections of the Sickbay. * 


"Finding your land legs again, Jia?" asked Nogura as they left the large conference room on their way to lunch. 

"I rather iss being knocked on ay behind every now and then, sir. It keeps you honest." 

"Oh, that wears off after awhile." They walked down the hallway to Nogura’s office. ‘Cose on in for a 
ainute. ° 

The thick carpet sank beneath Kirk’s feet as he walked across the room. The arachair folded around hie 
coafortably. 

"Nice, isn’t it?" 

Kirk looked around hia. “A aan could grow to like this sort of thing.* 

Nogura looked at hia closely, wondering how auch of that statement was merely coapliaentary, and how auch was 
the truth. 
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"Jia," he said seriously, "I’ve got a problea [’d like you to help ae with." Nogura sailed a little as 
interest lit up Kirk’s tired eyes. “We’re starting what I guess you could call a publicity push. I’a sure you’re 
aware of the ongoing problem ~ those that aren’t in the service don’t understand it, and they are the ones with the 
loudest voices....° 

“Where do I come in?° 

"There’s a foru toaorrow night, focusing on the any careers that Starfleet offers. I’d like you to be on the 
panel." 

“What aa I supposed to talk about?" 

“Easy ~ just talk about yourself." 

For a aoment Kirk looked like he was about to object, then he sailed. ‘I guess it won’t be too difficult. 
That’s all I’ve been doing for the past couple of weeks." 

"Good," Said Nogura. ‘“Let’s go get some lunch, shall wa?" 


The huge hall was jagaed with thousands of people. Kirk looked down the table at the three other people who 
were also representing Starfleet in some capacity. From what Commodore Dennat had told hia, these foruas were 
noraally sparsely attended. This was a record-breaking crowd. 

There waS a reason for it, and that reason was James T. Kirk. San Francisco was now a ’ailitary’ town. Alaost 
everyone who lived in the area had ties with Starfleet in one way or another. And because of that connection they 
had heard of Kirk, and heard that he would speak here tonight. 

And speak he did. He kept the great hall absolutely spellbound for over an hour. He had no prepared speech, 
he used no notes; he siaply talked about how Starfleet had affected and changed his life. Then, for aleast two 
hours, he fielded questions from the audience until someone finally rescued hia, and he left to a standing ovation. 

McCoy set hie at the edge of the stage. ‘“Dameit, Jia, youreally have taken the wrong job. You should be a 
recruiter'® Nogura, standing at McCoy’s side, looked at Kirk thoughtfully. Kirk was the aan he needed. Standing 
in front of the auditoriua, resplendent in his dress unifora, the lights glinting of his medals, he was the stuff of 
which legends were aade. And the fact that his deeds had already made hia a legend didn’t hurt. It was then that 
Nogura knew he couldn’t afford to let Kirk go back into space. But it was going to be difficult to stop hia, He 
had known Kirk since he was a junior lieutenant. He knew the iron will that drove the aan, but Nogura wasn’t 
Commanding Adsiral for nothing. #is will was stronger. 

Nogura, Kirk, and McCoy @ade their way to the back of the darkened rooa. This was the exclusive officers’ club 
at Starfleet Headquarters. Even though the so-called ’forua’ had only been over for ashort tiae- so-called 
because the other three aeabers of the panel had not had a chance to say anything - the word of Kirk’s iapact had 
spread. Many people stopped to congratulate hia, and it took thea a while to get to Nogura’s personal table. Even 
after they were seated, people kept coming by. 

Finally they ware alone. McCoy nursed his drink, keeping a concerned eye on Kirk, who was uncharacteristically 
sluaped in his chair. fe seeds to get away from here, thought McCoy to hiaself. He's held ap better than I 
thought he would, bat he’s finally worn owt. Nogura’s voice broke into his thoughts. 

"You really were iepressive tonight, Jia." 

“I know," Said Kirk with a tired spile, "I’a so full of bullshit ay eyes are brown. ° 

Nogura looked down at his drink. ‘“You’re a valuable ean, alaost irreplaceable." He glanced up at Kirk. "I 
don’t think I can afford to lose you." 

“Heihachiro, I’a not about to defect, you know.” 

"You are, in a way." 

Kirk straightened up. “Kow?* 

"By taking a second aission.” McCoy’s ears pricked up, and he shot a warning look at Kirk, but Kirk’s atten- 
tion was rivated on Nogura. “Jia, Spartee’s retiring in a couple of aonths. I need a new chief of operations. I's 
talking about €lag rank. Think about it - Adgiral Kirk, youngest in history." 

Kirk’s eyes flicked over to McCoy, reseabering the conversation they had had. Then he looked back at Nogura. 
"T’a not interested, Adgiral." His eyes were cold and hard. 

Nogura looked at McCoy for a aoment, noting the concern and alara on his face, then he looked back at Kirk. ‘I 
can’t force you to accept a promotion, but...." 

"But you can aake it difficult to say no.” 

Nogura didn’t answer, He finished his drink, then got up. “Think about it, Jia. Don’t give ae your answer 
right away. Weigh the pros and cons. If you look at this objectively, I think you’l] find ay offer is the better 
of the two. You ware a brilliant commanding officer, but that part of your life is past. Even if you go out again, 
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it won’t be the saae....° 

"You sound like you’re writing ae off." Kirk didn’t try to keep the challenge out of his voice. 

Nogura shook his head. "I aw pointing out your value. There is only one of you. There are others who can 
comaand a starship, but there is only one James T. Kirk. Starfleet needs you badly, needs your knowledge, your 
experience. I have a staff of good people, but none of thea can aatch you." He started to leave, then turned back 
to Kirk. ‘I’m asking this personally, Jia, as Heihachiro, not as Admiral Nogura.* Their eyes eet, then Nogura 
turned and walked away. 

For a long tise Kirk and McCoy sat in silence, then McCoy leaned forward and caught the waiter’s attention. 
They placed their orders, and McCoy leaned back in his chair. “Deja vu?" 

Kirk looked at him soberly. ‘Did I! give you the right answer then?° 

“What, that you could always say no?" 

Kirk nodded. ‘A siaple word, but not one he’l] accept easily, Bones. That was quite a package he threw - flag 
rank, chief of operations....® 

“And he also said he didn’t want an answer right away," said McCoy hastily. 

"Of course he didn’t. He knew daan well what ay answer was going to be. He’s hoping if he stalls for tine, 
he'll find a way of getting the answer he wants." 

"Could that answer be yes?* 

Kirk sighed. "I don’t know, Bones. A few weeks ago, far away from this place, the answer was very clear. But 
I’ve seen a lot since we got back, talked to a lot of people. I’ve seen what needs to be done, and I’ve seen people 
who are incapable of doing it.’ 

McCoy shook his head. “You’re on the wrong track, Jia. A gan of action does not belong planetside. Aboard 
ship, you’re the decision-gaker. Here you’d be part of a chain of command, and very often that chain is ineffective, 
without any clout. It wouldn’t work. * 

Kirk stared at his drink. "But there wouldn’t be any gore life-or-death decisions. Seventy-nine aen wouldn’t 
be dead because of ae....”" 

“Jia, for pete’s sake, stop condeaning yourself for being the best daan Captain in the entire fleet! You know 
full well....® 

"That I’m not responsible for their deaths," Kirk finished for hia. He looked up at McCoy, a tiny seile on his 
face. “I know, Bones. J guess I’a just too tired to think straight anyaore.* 

"Which is why you shouldn’t be in a hurry to aake a decision on this. Tired een do foolish things. 1’ve heard 
you say that a hundred tiaes, and you accuse #¢ of using quaint philosophy. Come on," he said as he got to his 
feet, "let’s get to bed.* * 


McCoy had planned to check on Kirk the next aorning, but was waylaid by some old medical friends. When he got 
back in the late afternoon there was no answer to his knock. He did some checking around, but no one had seen Kirk. 
Getting worried, he placed a call to Spock’s quarters. 

"I’a sorry, sir. Those quarters are now vacant." 

"Vacant?" McCoy couldn’t hide his surprise. "Uh, could you tell ae where I could contact Commander Spock?* 

The answer was negative. McCoy switched off the intercoa. What was going on? Where was everybody? 

It was close to aidnight when the knock cage. McCoy pulled on his robe over his pajagas and unlocked the door. 

Kirk was standing there, along with a rather attractive woman. The stripes on her unifora showed her to be an 
Adairal, but not someone McCoy knew. Kirk looked at hia in surprise. 

"I’a sorry, Bones, I didn’t realize that it was so late." 

"That’s okay, I was just reading. Come on in." 

"Jia, I think I’d better go." The woman drew away. ‘I’ll see you in the morning." She nodded to McCoy and 
left. Kirk seemed oblivious to the fact that she was no longer there. He walked in and turned to face McCoy. 

“Where were you earlier?" His voice sounded strained, as though he was fighting to keep his esotions in check. 

"] was out with friends. Why?" 

“Out with friends," said Kirk bitterly. ‘And where were ay friends when I needed thea?* 

McCoy walked over to Kirk. ‘Jia, what’s wrong?" 

"You weren’t here." 

"Dammit, I can’t always be. And what’s this nonsense about no friends? Spock was here....® 

Kirk abruptly turned away and walked over to the window, looking out into the night. ‘“Spock’s gone, Bones.° 

For a aoment McCoy stood speechless. “What do you aean, ’gone’?* 

"Just that. Gone, vamoosed, kaput. Vanished forever." He turned and looked at McCoy. “I thought you would 
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be pleased to hear it, Doctor. Now you won’t have a Vulcan around to complicate your life anyaore." 

McCoy stared at hia. "Jia, I think you’d better sit down and tell ae this thing from the beginning." He 
poured hieself a drink and brought one for Kirk, but it went untouched and unnoticed. 

“You think you know sogeone, Bones," he said quietly, “but you never really do." He sat down and, for a aonent, 
held his face in his hands, his elbows resting on his kneas, then looked up. “Spock has left Starfleet, or, rather, 
he had been placed on the inactive list. They wouldn’t let hia resign." 

McCoy knew his astonishaent was showing on his face. “Why? When?" 

Kirk sailed slightly, “Whan? He subaitted his resignation three aonths ago. He left for Vulcan this aorning.' 

"Daan, Jia, you could have told ae...." 

Kirk shot to his feat. "S aa telling you! I tried to tell you this morning after he told ae - after he had 
brought ay life crashing down around ay gars - but I couldn’t. You weren’t here!" Kirk turned sharply, visibly 
shaken by anger and despair. 

Suddenly McCoy remeabered that aorning back on the Enterprise when Spock had been questioning hia so closely 
about what his plans were. And he remeabered the conversation they had had after the final debriefing. ‘Doctor, 
Jin needs you. Go to his, stay with hin...] an cot able...” But even after all of Spock’s warnings, he hadn’t 
been there when Kirk had needed hie aost. 

As he thought about it, he realized that all the strange behavior Spock had been exhibiting aust have started 
when he sent his request to Starfleet. Why had he done it? 

"Why?" 

Kirk shook his head. "I tried to find out. 1 asked, I pleaded, I even ordered, but all he said was he had to 
go." He aoved away from McCoy, his body trembling a little as he fought to contain his raging eaotions, "Then { 
lost ay teaper, and! matched hia icy formality for icy formality. Bones, I didn’t say anything I'd ragret, | 
didn’t say anything’ And now he’s gone. He walked away and he didn’t turn back once...." 

McCoy cringed at the eental picture Kirk was painting. He could only imagine the terrible hurt of that eosent. 

"So, | caae here, only you were gone. J! wandered around for a bit, then tried to get drunk." He laughed. ‘It 
didn’t work. J came back, but you still weren’t here. That’s when | ran into Lori.® 

"Lori?" 

"Adairal Ciani.” Kirk looked around, noticing for the first time that she wasn’t there. 

"Oh, she said she had to go,* explained McCoy. 

Kirk nodded. ‘I had eet her a couple of times before, and I needed a shoulder to cry on.° 

McCoy cursed silently. Because of his inability to see what was going on under his nose, Kirk had been forced 
to turn to a virtual stranger. 

"She seeaed to understand. Anyway, she was syapathetic....° Suddenly Kirk’s shoulders started to shake, 
"God, Bones, what aa ! going to do without hie?" 

“Come on, Jia, you’d better get to bed.° 

Kirk straightened abruptly. ‘No, I don’t want to be alone, not now." 

McCoy looked at the drained and exhausted aan. "All right, but at least drink your drink.* 

For hours they sat, McCoy nursing a drink while Kirk completely ignored his. He had nothing he could offer 
Kirk, he could do nothing to ease the pain. Only tiaa could help, and even that eight not be enough. 

McCoy found hiaself cursing Spock. The Vulcan had known how exhausted Kirk had been. Ha should have known how 
his defection - for it could be called nothing else - would have affected Kirk. Yet he had done it anyway, You 
always pat yourself first, don’t you Spock? Other people's feelings don’t satter when it’s your life in the 
balance, What kind of fool trip are you on this tine? Then he chided hisself. That wasn’t being fair. Alaost 
always Spock put Kirk first. Why not this tise? 

Dawn slowly broke. McCoy got up and made thea both some coffee. Kirk took his with a grateful look and downed 
the steasing brew. 

"] think Lori’s right, Bones." 

"Right about what?" 


"Accepting flag rank.* 
A red alert went off in McCoy’s brain. Suddenly he reseabered where he had seen her nage before. Vice Adsiral 


Ciani, one of Nogura’s personal staff. He put his cup down carefully. “Jia, this is a decision you shouldn’t aake 
hastily, especially not now. Wait until you’ve had arest, until you can be sore objective about it." And antil I 
can get you oat of here, away frow Nogura’s clatches.’ He got up. “Come on, you’ve got to get some sleep. | just 
happen to have sose nice little red pills that will help you to forget everything....° Fifteen ainutes later Kirk 
was dead to the world, asleep in McCoy’s bed, and McCoy was busy packing. 
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After he finished, McCoy checked on Kirk, assuring hiaself that he would be asleep for some hours yet, then 
headed for the aain teleport. He was going to have to work fast. The fact that Kirk had just ‘happened’ to run 
into Lori Ciani told McCoy that Nogura was already at work. Heaven only knew how long Nogura had known about 
Spock’s decision to leave Starfleet. Probably not long, otherwise he would have used that inforaation as a lever to 
get Kirk to accept the proaotion to flag rank. But now that he knew, he was going to use it as a hameer, if necess- 
ary - perhaps covered by a velvet glove, in the fora of Lori, but a haseer nonetheless. 

McCoy had to get Kirk’s file to the aedical board as soon as possibie. He wanted thea to be fully aware of who 
Kirk was and what drove hia before they aet face to face at a board hearing, in the unlikely - McCoy hoped - event 
that Kirk accepted Nogura’s offer. McCoy had not had all that auch to do with Starfleet hierarchy, but he knew the 
medical branch backwards. They would see in Kirk’s profile exactly what McCoy saw, and he knew their 
recomsendation would be against promotion. And surely the top brass would not deliberately destroy a aan just to 
assuage their own egos! 

He beamed up to the Enterprise with a group of workeen. He probably would have been able to get what he 
wanted at Starfleet, but he didn’t want some nosey busybody starting an alara. This fight would be best fought on 
the sly. He was only one aan against a machine, so he had to be very careful. 

The Sickbay was a aess. Only a few days had passed since he had gone over the final changes he wanted with the 
engineers, and already the work was going ahead at full speed. McCoy had to adait to hiaself that he was ispressed. 

He went to the large aedical coaputer and punched in his request. Within ainutes he was on his way again, the 
coaputer tape in his pocket containing all the inforaation he needed. A half hour later he was in conference with 
Dory Taller, chief of the aedical board, and a aan McCoy knew did not bow under pressure. 

Kirk was still asleep when McCoy got back. He left his again and went to Kirk’s quarters. He would get his 
stuff packed, and then they were getting out of here. Kirk needed tiae to recover, tiae to adjust to the fact that 
Spock was no longer part of his life, and tiae to realize that he wanted to go back into space. The problea was 
that all those things needed that ’aagic’ tise, and McCoy didn’t know if Kirk would be allowed enough of it. 

He had alaost finished when the buzzer rang. For a eaosent he hesitated, unsure if he should answer, not 
wanting to be interrupted in his plan of escape. But after the buzzer rang several aore tiaes he shut the suitcase 
and slung it under the bed, then went to see who it was. 

"Adairal Ciani.' 

For a moment the woman seemed a bit startled to see hia, then a ware sai!e crossed her face. McCoy could see 
why Kirk had been attracted to her. She was attractive and friendly - and obviously available. 

"Good aorning." Her eyes quickly looked hia over, then returned to his face. "I’a afraid you have ae at a 
disadvantage. ° 

McCoy’s ever-present Southern chivalry charged to the surface. "Excuse me, I guess we didn’t aeet very 
officially last night. 1!’@ Leonard McCoy." 

Her saile widened. "Of course, you’re the CMO of the Enterprise. 1 should have guessed. Jia talked about 
you a lot yesterday." She looked past McCoy. “Is he here? I told hia I would be free today.” 

“Uh, no,” said McCoy truthfully. "And it doesn’t look as though his bed’s been slept in." He stepped back to 
let her in. A quick glance told her he was telling the truth. 

"T wonder where he went?" she said thoughtfully. "How long did he stay with you?" 

"Oh, uh, we sat up all night, then 1 had a few things to do. 1 haven’t heard a word froa hia." McCoy found 
hiasel# rather enjoying this. It was a@azing how the truth could be stretched. "l came over here to see if asaybe 
he had taken ay advice to get some sleep...." He waved a hand at the bed. "You can see how he usually follows ay 
advice." 

Lori nodded, a bit preoccupied. ‘Well, if you do see him, will you tell hia I stopped by? 171] be in ay 
office if he wants to call." 

"I?ll be sure to tell hia,” said McCoy with a saile, crushing the urge to look at the chronoaeter. Kirk would 
be waking up soon, and McCoy wanted Lori Ciani long gone when he did. 

After another uncertain glance around the rooa, Lori left. McCoy grabbed the suitcase from under the bed and 
finished packing Kirk’s things, then he headed back for his own quarters. He was just closing the door when Kirk 
appeared from the bedrooa. 

"You look like hell," said McCoy kindly. 

"I feel like it.” Kirk looked at the suitcase McCoy put down. “As I going sosewhere?® 

"Ne are going to Atlanta for soae R&R. I don’t know if you remeaber what sort of shape you were in last 
night, but I’@ going to do something about it. You have anything you’re supposed to do here?" 

Kirk shook his haad. “Everything ended yesterday." His eyes hardened. “Really ended," he added quietly. 
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McCoy ignored the last comment, ‘Then have a shower and get dressed. We can have coffee on the shuttle, and 
lunch when we get to Atlanta. 

"Bones, do you think...." 

‘Wo arguaents," said McCoy crisply. ‘1 am still your medical officer, and what 1 say goes. Wow get aoving:’ 

For a aoment Kirk hesitated and McCoy thought that he was in for an arguaent, but then he turned and went back 
into the bedroom. McCoy called transportation and arranged for a rental shuttle, then called to say their rooas 
would be vacated by noon. He would contact Fleet Command after they got to Atlanta, to infora thea that he had 
ordered Kirk on medical rest leave. Wogura could try to bring the wrath of his office down on his head, but McCoy 
knew he had regulations on his side, even if the procedure was a bit unorthodox. 


"So this is what you call howe," said Kirk with a saile. “Bones, it looks just like you.” 

McCoy laughed. ft had been a nuaber of years since he had been back to his boyhood howe. This place did not 
hold the unhappy aeaories of the years he had spent with Ariana. This was the house he had grown up in, the house 
he had shared with his father. The white clapboard house was surrounded by large aagnolia trees. Black shutters 
bordered the large, open windows, and lacy white curtains blew gently with the ware breeze. 

“This is home. The Bennetts normally live here - 1 guess they’d probably be second cousins - but they’re on 
vacation. They said they’d leave things ready, and to help ourselves. ° 

"Well, { guess you couldn’t have brought ae farther away from Starfleet’s influence than this," said Kirk as he 
picked up his suitcase. 

“Are you aad that [ did?* 

For a acaent their eyes held, then Kirk looked away at the peaceful scene. "I don’t think it aatters auch 
anyaore, Bones. Wothing does.‘ 

McCoy frowned. Wot so very long ago Spock had said that Kirk would soon come to the end of his reserve of 
strength, and would be open and vulnerable. And Spock had chosen that exact aoaent for his crushing blow - a blow 
from which Kirk aight never fully recover. Again he felt a surge of anger. He would never understand why Spock had 
done it. It seemed alaost a deliberate, calculated attack. 

They got theaselves settled, then McCoy went to infore Starfleet where they could be reached if the need arose. 
At first he had hesitated, teapted to leave that information unknown so that there would be no chance of Starfleet 
butting in at the wrong aoment, but then his conscience prevailed. It had been irregular enough, leaving as they 
had} he had better not push his luck any further. 

Over the next few days Kirk did not exactly fall to pieces, but his aental and physical state was not good. 
The pressures of the past years, the emotional upneaval brought on by the end of the mission, and then Spock’s 
Jeaving had all done their part in trying to destroy hia. 

That they hadn’t showed the stuff that Kirk was made of, that rare quality shared by only a few others in 
Starfleet, also of command rank. He would bounce back, as he had bounced back all those other tines, but there 
would be a difference. 

He would not have his alter ego ~ he would not have Spock. McCoy knew that if Spock had been killed somewhere 
out there during the aission, somehow Kirk would have found the strength to go on. He would have found it because 
Spock would not have wanted hia to quit. And he would have had to go on because he had his crew, he was responsible 
for thea, and, above all, he would have had his ship. He would have had the Enterprise. 

But now he had nothing, only McCoy, and the doctor knew that in the emotionally drained state Kirk was in now, 
it wouldn’t be enough. 

During this tie he rarely left Kirk alone. They spent aost days exploring Atlanta, still a city of Southern 
chara and elegance. Wever did they aention Starfleet, never did Kirk aention Spock, and he would quicky change the 
subject any tiae that McCoy did. They went out for dinner alaost every night, e:ther to old friends of McCoy’s or 
to one of the aany saall restaurants that dotted the city. 

Sradually Kirk came out of his lethargy and depression, and became ore the aan McCoy knew. He charaed everyone 
he aet, leaving McCoy laughing at the nuaber of aothers who were hurriedly dragging their daughters to McCoy’s door. 
Kirk was genuinely astonished when McCoy told hia the real reason why he was suddenly giving so aany unexpected tea 
parties. And that knowledge seemed to give Kirk a bit more confidence in hiaself, McCoy finally warned hia to 
watch its he wasn’t ready to be father of the bride, and he didn’t want to participate in any shotgun weddings. 

They stayed in Atlanta for three weeks. Starfleet had acknowledged McCoy’s report as to where they could be 
found, but had mada no atteapt to contact thea. At first McCoy had been a little concerned. He knew that Nogura was 
aware that he would try to talk Kirk out of accepting the Adairal’s offer of promotion, and by now he would be aware 
that McCoy had already contacted the aedical board, yet he still bided his time. What did Wogura know that he 
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didn’t? 

They had just finished a rare dinner alone at hoe and were sitting on the grass under one of the aagnolia 
trees, watching the lightening bugs that were spotting the dusky twilight. McCoy was sipping a aint julep, Kirk a 
cup of coffee. McCoy had tried to get Kirk to like his favorite drink, but to no avail. The doctor had always been 
iepressed by the spall agount Kirk actually drank. Jt was unusual in the service. It wasn’t that Kirk didn’t like 
or appreciate good liquor, it was just that he didn’t like to have anything cause hia to lose control of hiaself. 
In all the years McCoy had known Kirk, he couldn't reaeaber ever seeing hia uncontrollably drunk. Again, it said 
something about the ean. 

For a long tie they sat in silence, enjoying the peace of the moment. McCoy found hiaself nodding off, then 
Kirk’s voice jolted hia back to full awareness. 

"T’a going back toaorron.* 

McCoy felt his spine prickle. The tone of Kirk’s voice told hia a decision had been «ade. He took a swallow 
of his drink, not really wanting to know what that decision was. “It’s about time," he said carefully. ‘This rest 
has done its bit. It’s tiae to start thinking about the Enterprise again." 

"l’a not taking her out, Bones. That part of ay life is over, finished. I’ve had enough of space, of the 
uncertainties, the unknown - of death. I’a tired of being hurt, I’@ tired of life-and-death decisions. I don’t 
want that sort of responsibility anyaore. Let someone else do it, someone who has the arrogant confidence of a god, 
like | used to have. That @an should have the Enterprise, not ae." 

McCoy looked at his closely. Never once did Kirk look at him, never once did he lift his eyes from his coffee 
cup. He spoke in a @onotone, no emotion reflected in his voice at all. 

"You’re gaking a big aistake, Jia.* 

"It’s ay life....® 

“which I care about enough to try to stop you from destroying it, even if you don’t care anymore!" said McCoy 
angrily. He took a aosent to put a tight claap on hiaself, then looked at Kirk again. ‘May I ask why?* 

Kirk sighed. "Does it aatter?" He finally looked at McCoy. "Because | can be useful. Nogura hada staff 
full of old crocks and en who have never had the experience. [’1] be chief of operations, Bones. Do you have any 
idea what that geans? Do you remeaber all those tiaes I threw a fit because of the hopelessly stupid orders we'd 
get from Starfleet Command? Of the stupidity and ineffectiveness of deployaent? I can do away with all that. I’ve 
been there, I know what needs to be done.* 

"You sound like a recruiting paaphlet," said McCoy, with aore sarcasa than he had intended, 

Kirk got up, furious. ‘I seem to reeeeber you saying that should be ay line of work, Doctor, rather than 
trying to run a starship!* 

"Daeait, Jia, 1 said nothing of the sort...." But Kirk had gone, striding angrily back to the house. McCoy 
Slowly leaned back against the tree, his momentary anger quickly changing to sadness. Kirk was about to throw away 
his life and McCoy was fairly certain there would be nothing he could say or do to stop it - but he was as sure as 
hell going to try! 

The flight to San Francisco passed in silence. Kirk was still angry, and McCoy, after a sleepless night, was 
too tired to start the arguaent again. But as soon as they arrived he aade an appointment with Dory Tallar. He was 
going to need all the support he could get to go up against Nogura’s iron will. 

McCoy found the entire aedical board waiting in Tallar’s office. He stated his case as well as he could, 
knowing that these aen understood the drives he was talking about. They knew that soae aen, coapletely coapetent in 
one job, were totally unsuited for another. To a aan, they gave McCoy their word that they would give hia their 
complete backing. Relieved, McCoy headed for his teaporary quarters. 

“why, if it isn’t Dr. McCoy!* McCoy turned to see Lori Ciani walking behind hia. "I thought you were still on 
vacation, Doctor. Did you have a good tiae?* 

McCoy made some noncommital comment. He still had a lot to do, and he didn’t have time to stand here aaking 
polite conversation. Lori looked at hia, a little puzzled. 

“Well, at least Jia got back in tiae to hear the good news personally." 

“What good news?° 

"He’s getting his admiral’s stars." 

McCoy felt like the floor had just dropped out from underneath hia. ‘When did it come through?" he asked in a 
strained voice. 

Lori sailed. "Oh, it’s not official yet, but it’s just a eatter of days....° She stared in astonishaent as 
McCoy hastily excused hiaself and ran off down the corridor. 

The race was on, He had to get to as @any people as he could, he had to @ake thee see reason. It was no use 
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going to Kirk. The argquaent they had had their last night in Atlanta told hia that Kirk wasn’t in any shape to see 
reason, And, because of that, he was ripe to be plucked and aoulded into Nogura’s image. McCoy was the only one 
standing between Kirk and disaster. 

However, he wasn’t alone. Half of the medical departeaent at Starfleet Headquarters was with hia, and they 
would do their best - but it wasn’t enough. Finally there was only one person left, McCoy @ade an appointaent to 
see Heihachiro Nogura, Commanding Adairal - and the reason for this aess. 

And, to his credit, Nogura listened very carefully to what McCoy had to say. The few questions he asked were 
well thought-out and pertinent. Finally McCoy was silent. He only hoped Nogura cared ore for the aan than he did 
for the organization. 

Nogura was quiet for a few @inutes, then he looked at McCoy. ‘I appreciate your coming to see ae, Doctor, and 
stating your concern about Captain Kirk. I would not want to force his into something he’s not ready for. However,” 
he said, getting to his feet, "I cannot deny his qualifications, the ideas he has come up with for the job, or his 
obvious willingness to be ’kicked upstairs’, as you so quaintly put it. I will aake ay final decision soon. Thank 
you.” 

McCoy slowly got tohis feet. He had done his best. x it was up to God and destiny. 


He was in the bathrooa shaving when the knock cage. He auttered under his breath as he walked into the sain 
roo and activated the lock. Kirk was standing in the doorway. 

"May I come in?* 

For a aoment, McCoy reaeabered the silent anger they had last shared. Then, shaking his head slightly at the 
stupidity of it, he sailed. “Sure, come on." 

He finished shaving, then cage back out. "You here for any particular reason, or just for the company of an 
old grouch?" 

Kirk grinned slightly. "I’a sorry about Atlanta, Bones. I know you were trying to help.* He looked a fittle 
uncoafortable. 

"You didn’t come here just to apologize, did you?" 

Kirk shook his head. "No, I cage to tell you that I accepted Nogura’s offer." 

For a long soment McCoy shut his eyes, then he looked at Kirk. ‘"You’re a daan fool,® he said quietly. ‘You'll 
regret this aosent until the day you die. If you take ay advice, you’ll throw those stars right back in Nogura’s 
face!" 

For a oment they stood staring at each other. Suddenly they were no longer shipaates, coarades-in-ares. They 
were strangers at odds with one another, with nothing to bind thea together. 

Finally Kirk cleared his throat. "The ceresony’s next week. I came to ask you to be there." 

"You sure you want ae?" 

Kirk sailed bleakly. ‘"I’d like sonebody...." 


Starfleet pulled out all the stops, and the ceremony aarking Kirk’s elevation to the Admiralty was iapressive. 
The hero was reaping @ore honors, and a lot of people were there to wish hia well. 

The crew’s shock that he was not returning to the Enterprise had subsided, and they were busy reassessing 
their own lives and futures. Most of thea cage to see hia, and to say goodbye. The function following the ceremony 
was large and noisy, and went on for a long tiae. 

Finally the people started thinning out. Kirk saw McCoy getting ready to leave. Excusing hiaself, he hurried 
after hia. 

“Bones!* 

McCoy stopped and turned, his eyes taking in the beautiful fit of the Adgiral’s unifora, the extra rows of 
braid on the sleave. He sailed. “lapressive, sir, very, very iapressive." 

Kirk grinned. “Not as likely to get torn as often as the old gold one." 

"No, probably not.” 

Kirk hesitated. "I haven’t had auch tiee to see you, totalkto you. Have you given any more thought to ay 
offer?" 

"Of being your personal physician?" McCoy smiled slightly. He had given a great deal of thought to the 
offer, torn betwaen wanting to stay and not being able to bear the thought of watching Kirk being slowly aouldad 
into something he could never be ~ and the aisery it would cause. He shook his head. “Sorry, Jia, but I can’t. 
You said it yourself - you’re not likely to get roughed up as auch as you used to, and, although I complain a lot, | 
like to be busy.°® 
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Kirk’s eyes showed the pain his face would never be allowed to show. "So what are you going to do?" 

"Oh, I don’t know. Get out of the service, for one thing. I’e never going to aake it as a eilitary aan. 
Maybe 171] go into research. We came across a lot of fascinating things during our tour out there. Might follow up 
on one of those. ° 

Kirk was silent for a aosent. ‘I’1] aiss you, Bones.” 

McCoy felt a luap start in his throat. "Yeah, well, you’ve got your work, and there’s always Lori." He 
gianced over Kirk’s shoulder. "She’s waiting for you now." 

They stood looking at each other, then McCoy reached out his hand. "Bye, Jie, I hope you find what you’re 
searching for." Abruptly he turned away, and walked out of the room. And, like Spock, he never looked back. 


LPESenos AND Men 


So these are the legends of Starfleet - 
Now Ada@iral and alien. 
The cold brown eyes are filled 

with the saae pain 


As the luainous hazel eyes that eet eine 
lo) so briefly Ww 
And unflinchingly in the rec rooe 
When he confiraed the rueors we had heard. 
Pain - 
Where there is pain there is feeling, 


Yet Vulcans are not supposed to feel, 

And the Admiral appears to be a caricature 
of the type of ean 

Around which legends are built. 

They seem wary of each other, 

Unsure, yet searching for something... 

Oo they realize how auch their eyes 
reveal to others? 

Do they care? 

Or are they sore concerned with finding 
the aen they were 

Before becosing Admiral and alien? 

Legends live apart fro sorta! een, 

Held there by the distance of words 
and deeds. 

Then, suddenly, the alien allowed us 
a gliapse 

Of the aen they are, 

And showed why peace had replaced 
the earlier pain 

In both the brown and hazel eyes, 

When he uttered a truth all] of us 
understand, 

But so few ever find - 


"IT KNOWS ONLY THAT IT NEEDS, COMMANDER 
BUT, LIKE SO MANY OF US, 


IT DOES NOT KNOW WHAT. * 
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The spray was flying high as the sailboat rapidly cut its way through the choppy water, covering the three aen 
who were Sailing her. The strong sun blazed down from a cloudless sky and the wind blew without pause. 

McCoy grialy hung onto the wheel that Kirk had abruptly left in his care. He blessed the fact that they were 
well out from shore and he didn’t have to worry about raasing into anything, 

But, as concerned as he was about trying to hold the flying boat on a straight course, he could not help but 
notice the easy way that Kirk and Spock worked together to lower and tighten the sails. McCoy knew that Spock’s 
sailing experience was @inigal, as was his own, yet that steel trap @ind had recorded every sail position and he was 
experiencing no difficulty in following Kirk’s orders 

To Kirk, standing on the slippery deck was as natural as standing on the bridge of a starship. McCoy knew that 
Kirk had purchased this sailboat shortly after becoming Chief of Operations for Starfleet and from what he had 
learned from other people who had worked with Kirk during that tie, the boat had quickly become his life. He would 
spend every spare ainute he had either working on her or out sailing the blue waters around San Francisco. 

McCoy mentally shook his head over the suffering that all three of them had endured over the past few years - 
stupid, needless suffering. If only one of them had used his head at the end of that @ission, if only one of thea 
had held together long enough to talk soge sense into the other two, it never would have happened. Talk about three 
gen hitting a aid-life crisis all at the sae tiae...' 

"Bones, for pete’s sake, hold her straight' You'll have one of us over the side if you’re not careful!" 

Kirk’s voice snapped McCoy out of his daydreaa and he quickly turned his full attention to guiding the boat. A 
few minutes later Kirk and Spock finished securing the sails and McCoy gratefully relinquished the wheel to Kirk. 

"Sorry, Jia," he said with an apologetic saile, 

"That’s okay," said Kirk, “you’re a doctor, not a navigator.” They both laughed at the familiar line that 
McCoy used 50 often when he was annoyed. 

McCoy got to his feet. “Seeing that 1’ not as seasick as J thought I would be, I guess I’d better break out 
the food, that is if you have no objection, Captain, sir...” 

"None fro this department," said Kirk with a s@ile. ‘As a matter of fact, [’@ starving!" 

McCoy swung down into the seal! galley and started dishing out the food he had brought. He had aanaged to get 
a variety that would satisfy the three of thea. As he was working, he Saw Spock swing around the aast and aake his 
way back to the stern where Kirk was sitting. For a aoment he stopped what he was doing and stood looking at the 
two gen as they sat talking. 

They’ve changed, McCoy thought to hiaself. Jia’s grown. The boy I once knew has Jost all his illusions 
about life, about people. he’s been through a personel hell and an even better sen has emerged. He Saw Kirk get 
up, the solid auscles in his bare chest and ares rippling under the dark tan. 

"Hey, Bones, what are you doing down there? Growing tettuce for the salad?* 

"Be right up!* McCoy turned back to the food but his thoughts were still on the others. Spock’s found an 
inner peace I always thought would elude hia. How often I’ve nagged at hip to let hiaself feel, to understand it’s 
not wrong to depend on other people - to share his good points, and his bad. Yet he had to endure alaost three 
years of sackcloth and ashes on that inferno he calls hone before he finally discovered what had been in front of 
hia all the tine... 

"Doctor, are you in need of assistance?® 

McCoy juaped, startled at the nearness of Spock’s voice. He had not heard the Vulcan come down the ladder. 
"Blast it, Spock, you should know better than to creep up on people'® ? 
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Spock’s eyebrow rose slightly at McCoy’s unexpected outburst. ‘I assure you, Doctor, | was not creeping." 

McCoy grinned, a little eabarrassed at his own startled reaction. "Sorry. How about taking this up and I’1) 
bring the rest of the stuff." Spock looked at hi silently for a few aosents, then nodded and took the plate filled 
with sandwiches, McCoy following behind with the rest of the food and holding a theraos of drinks under his ara. 

The wind had dropped slightly while McCoy had been in the galley and the boat was qietly skiaming across the 
water, Kirk sat with his ara dangling over the wheel, instinctively correcting the course as the wind threatened to 
tug the boat off its projected line. 

Spock was inspecting the sandwiches when McCoy reached thea. Kirk was already happily aunching on one filled 
with peanut butter. 

"There’s peanut butter, Spock,” said McCoy, “roast beef, and some cucuaber and watercress..." He Saw the 
Vulcan’s eyes brighten at the sound of the last coabination. ‘"I’1] bet you haven’t had one of those for a long 
tiae." 

"Indeed not," said Spock. ‘Neither of those ingredients are found on Vulcan." 

"Especially not on Gol, [’d wager," said McCoy. Then he caught the warning look in Kirk’s eye and fell silent. 
He still really had no idea of what atteapting to undergo the Kolinahr had cost Spock, what sacrifice and discipline 
had been demanded of hia as an acolyte, nor of the tremendous toll it had taken froe hie. 

Spock had told Kirk a little about it. He had told hia of his final, painful acceptance of the iapossibility 
of his divided natures ever being able to accept and cope with the tremendous disciplines. Kirk had sat in silence 
listening to Spock’s hesitant, pain-filled explanation of why he had left - of what he had been so desperately 
searching for - and why he had coe back. 

Spock had not allowed Kirk to respond, the dark eyes warning hia that the pain of the last years was still too 
deep, that as yet he could not deal with pain other than his own. 

As always, Kirk had accepted Spock’s explanation even when he didn’t really understand it. He had protected 
Spock froa the others when the Vulcan had first returned to the Enterprise, even when he had been so obviously 
hurt after Spock had rejected his welcoae with no hint of explanation. Kirk had not let any of the others question 
Spock, nor had he let McCoy’s often devastating needling get out of hand. Even now, weeks later, Kirk still 
protected hia. Spock needed tie to heal, to cope with his determined decision to return to his former life. He 
needed time to relearn how to exist with the often illogical emotions of the hugans he worked with - to learn again 
to be the alien agong huaans - and to learn to deal with the eaotions he had finally openly admitted that he felt 
for the one @an so iaportant in his universe. 

McCoy poured iced tea for all of thea, then leaned back against the side of the boat enjoying the light spray 
that fell from the rising waves. He chuckled quietly as he watched Kirk pressing a peanut butter sandwich on the 
somewhat reluctant Vulcan, knowing there was no way that Spock was going to be able to refuse. 

"Come on, Spock, you’ve eaten peanut butter before!® 

Spock looked longingly at the last cucuaber and watercress sandwich, then took the sandwich that Kirk was 
holding out. Kirk grinned as he turned back to the wheel and slowly swung the boat around so it was facing the far 
distant city. The sails again filled with wind and the boat dug deeply into the choppy water. 

"All I ask is a tall ship and a star to steer her by...” McCoy spoke so quietly as to alaost go unheard, his 
eyes on his captain and his friend. Kirk’s eyes met his and, for a aoment, aeaories surfaced of the awful 
experience with the 45 coaputer, but that experience had forged an already fire friendship even deeper. 

"She’s not as tall as that ship, Bones," Kirk said quietly. Spock glanced up at hia, not sure what the two of 
thea were talking about. Seeing that Kirk’s thoughts were obviously far away, he silently substituted the untouched 
peanut butter sandwich for the last cucuaber and watercress and settled back to enjoy it. 

"No," agreed McCoy, “but you have one that is...” 

A saile crossed Kirk’s face at the aention of the Enterprise, the lady he had once so foolishly given up, the 
home to which he had finally returned. 

*,, And," continued McCoy, "this is closer to what the poet was writing about - the sea, the sky, the wind - 
things that are a@issing in space." 

Kirk glanced around, "I guess soae things are destined never to change." 

McCoy nodded. “And sose things should never change." 

Spock had finished his sandwich and looked up at McCoy’s last statesent. "That is illogical, Doctor. Life 
brings change. Nothing remains stationary, not even something that appears as unchanging as the sea. There are 
constant changes, perhaps not apparent to the naked eye but there nonetheless." 

McCoy’s blue eyes darkened for a moment, annoyed that Spock’s infernal logic had once again succeeded in 
destroying a precious aoment. "| was speaking figuratively,, Spock," he said, his annoyance sounding strong in his 


46 


voice. 

Spock looked surprised at McCoy’s angry response but before he had a chance to answer, Kirk’s quiet voice broke 
in. “I hate to be the spoil sport, but I have to be at an operations meeting in a couple of hours. We’d better get 
ourselves ready to head hoae. * 

“I don’t want the wheel!" said McCoy, a sudden fear running through hia that Kirk would expect hia to guide the 
boat while he and Spock worked the sails. 

"Don’t worry, Bones," said Kirk with a laugh, "I paid too auch for her to let you seash her on the rocks. 
Spock can get the sails down while you hold thea out of the way. We'll roll them once we’re docked." The three of 
thea fell to their work and yet another iapending argausent between Spock and McCoy was averted. 


Kirk was alaost ready. He ran a brush through his hair as he tried to remeaber when on earth he had left his 
wrist comeaunicator. He reaeabered seeing it in an unusual place but for the life of hia he couldn’t reaeaber where 
that was. For a aoment he stood silent, his aind going over his various routes of the past few days and the likely 
places his cogaunicator aight be. 

A slight noise disturbed hia and he looked up to see Spock standing in the doorway. His eyes were locked on 
Kirk’s figure and Kirk had a sudden uncoafortable feeling that he had forgotten to put on an iaportant piece of 
clothing. He resisted the urge to look down, returning the Yulcan’s look steadily, wondering what was holding his 
attention so coapletely. 

Finally Spock walked forward. “Ad@iral..." The voice was low and congratulatory. he had never before seen 
Kirk in the dress of an Adairal of Starfleet Comaand. 

Kirk grinned, suddenly realizing what Spock had been looking at. "They don’t boot people downstairs, Comaander, 
not even insubordinate officers of flag rank." 

A slight saile tugged at the corners of Spock’s mouth. “Your promotion was a logical step, Jia. That unifore 
does, however, add to the syabolic honor.’ 

"You mean I look dashing,” said Kirk with a laugh, knowing full well that the uniforea fit his tria, auscular 
figure to perfection, accenting his broad shoulders and narrow hips in a way @any feaales had found irresistible, 
and they had provided one saall way by which he had somehow aanaged to partially keep his sanity during those long, 
lonely aonths after Lori had left. 

Spock nodded, an open smile fighting to break the austere face. 

“However,” continued Kirk, "this dashing hero is going to get his butt kicked if he can’t find his coaaunicator 
and is late for that operations aeeting.® 

"Your cosaunicator is in the pantry next to the popcorn,” said Spock without a aoment’s hesitation. 

Kirk looked at hia for a aoment. ‘ls there anything you don’t know, Spock?" 

“There is a great deal that I do not know. However, I aa usually observant of ay surroundings... 

"Yeah, sure," interrupted Kirk with a grin. “Well, I have to go out to dinner with Ad@iral Nogura and soae of 
his cohorts after this aeeting so I don’t suggest wailting up for ae." He moved to the door. “Beside the popcorn?® 

Spock nodded. ‘Third shelf up on the left hand side." 


The ausic was playing quietly as Spock walked into the book-lined study. They were staying in the large house 
that Kirk had purchased in the hills high above San Francisco. As a eeaber of the Adairalty and as Chief of 
Operations for Starfleet, he had had to do quite a bit of entertaining and so had acquired the large stone house for 
that purpose. It had also turned into a refuge of sorts where he could get away, where he could be agong his 
beloved books and the few possessions that would remind hia of the life he had led, the life to which he had so 
desperately wished to return. 

The study was Kirk’s haven. It was here that he had shyly shown Spock and McCoy what it was that he held 
iaportant in his life. It was a comfortable place with ware, burnished wood bookcases lining the rooa, a large 
santled fireplace dominating one wall, surrounded by deep, comfortable, leather-covered furniture. An antique oak 
desk made froa the wood of one of the ’original’ Enterprises stood on the opposite side of the room froa the 
fireplace, a beautifully detailed ainiature clipper ship standing proudly on it, her tiny sails filled with an 
invisible wind, sailing on a invisible ocean. 

McCoy was sitting in one of the deep arachairs watching something on the wall viewscreen. Spock had been there 
for a nuaber of ainutes before McCoy noticed hia. 

"Does it eake any sense to you, Spock”® he asked cheerfully. 

An eyebrow lifted as Spock thought of an answer. “It does not strike ae as something that would interest the 
Captain enough to have purchased it,” he adgitted as he looked at the screen, at the iaage of a woman who appeared 
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to be wailing into an old fashioned aicrophone. 

"My thought exactly," agreed McCoy, "so I asked his about it. He said that Adeiral Ciani was interested in old 
firas so they had joined a society that showed old aovies - some actually dating back to the twentieth century. He 
said this one really caught hia, but I can’t see that it has any redeeming qualities whatsoever." He glanced at the 
chronoseter. “Oops, it’s getting late. I’ve got a divisions banquet at the Surgeon General’s tonight and if I know 
Banaud, I’@ not going to be in any shape to try to steer an aircar afterwards. I’1] probably stay in town tonight. 
Hope you don’t aind being by yourself." 

"Not at all, Doctor. I aa sure you will enjoy being with your colleagues." 

"Well, I’a not so sure," said McCoy with a grin, “but there’s no way to avoid finding out. See you tosorrow.* 
With that, he bustled out the door, leaving Spock alone, the viewtape still running. 

Spock paid no attention to it. His eyes ran Slowly over the room, Savouring all those things that Kirk loved, 
all those things that belonged to the aan he had finally had the courage to reach out to and admit need, 

He got up and walked across to the bookshelves, his eyes running over the aany varied titles, books that 
covered a wide range of subjects, books that could only just begin to satisfy the inquiring aind of their owner. 

And he accuses ae of insatiable curiosity, though Spock to hieself as he aoved closer to the fireplace, and 
to the fire that was crackling on the hearth. Gold flanes...gold like his eyes... 

Slowly the words from a song sung by the woman on the viewscreen penetrated Spock’s aind as he stood looking at 
the fire. At first he did not pay auch attention to thea - he was watching the flaees, his thoughts far away. 
Finally the words forced hia to listen, and suddenly he understood why Kirk had purchased such a ridiculous view- 
tape. This last song was saying it all. It covered a lot of emotion - a lot of hurt. And it asked questions that 
Spock knew Kirk would never ask anyone but hiaself, 


The fire was eventually only glowing embers in the dark room. Spock had sat for a long tiae, his stoaach a 
hard luap in the aiddle of his body. He knew he had hurt Kirk by leaving. He had tried to explain why he had done 
it and even though he knew Kirk didn’t really understand why he had gone, he had accepted Spock’s explanation and 
had welcomed hia back. 

Now a Siaple song sung from the depths of someone’s soul aore than three centuries ago showed hia all of Kirk’s 
pain. 

"The Rose." A siaple title - siaple words. A rose - a fragile flower, the thorns a s@all protection froae 
life, yet like everything else it could be so easily wounded, so easily killed. 

These were words that Spock knew Kirk had listened to, words that Spock knew with certainty that Kirk had cried 
over, just as he had listened with hot tears stinging the back of his eyes. The song was sung with emotion, with a 
desperate loneliness that Spock had rarely heard, but easily understood. 

Sighing quietly, he got up and put aore logs on the fire, then ran the tape back and sat down again to let the 
words flow over hia, letting the voice reach to his soul. 


Sone say love, it is @ river 

That drowns the tender reed, 

Sone say love, it is a razor 

Thet leaves the soul to bleed, 
Sone say love, it is a hunger, 

An endless, aching need, 

I sey love, if is 2 flower, 

And you its only seed, 

It’s the heart afraid of breaking, 
Thet never learns to daoce, 

It’s the dreap afraid of wakiog, 
That never takes the chance, 

It’s the ove who won’t be takeo, 
Who cannot seep to give, 

And the soul afraid of dying, 

That never learns to live, 

Nhen the night has beeo too lonely, 
And the road has been too 009, 
And you thiok that love is ooly 
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For the lucky and the strong, 

Just repepber in the winter, 

Far beneath the bitter snows, 

Lies the seed that with the sun’s love 
In the spring becomes the rose, 


Again the room fell silent. Slowly Spock stood and rewound the tape, then took it froa the aachine. His mind 
was filled with igages of Kirk - of Kirk sitting on the bridge when he had first walked out of the turbolift - the 
look of astonishaent turning to welcome and then puzzled hurt. Then the same later in the Officer’s Lounge - the 
welcome, the puzzlement, hurt, then anger - but never condeanation. Kirk with great trust in his own instincts was 
willing to wait until Spock opened to hia. 

"How I’ve hurt you," said Spock softly. “There is no way J can ever aake it up." He had not really ever let 
hiaself realize how auch he aust have hurt Kirk by abruptly walking out of his life. Not until this aoment - not 
until he had let those siaple words tell hia of the loneliness of another - a lonely cry in the darkness, a question 
which had no answer because the only one who could answer was no longer at his side. 

The words were about the Vulcan, not about the human who was so alone. Kirk had never been afraid of love, had 
never been afraid to express love, yet he had never once pushed, never once pried as McCoy had so often pried. How 
could he have been so blind? How could he have caused so auch pain to the one person he had always loved...? 

Then Spock shook his head. Recrigination would get him nowhere. The dagage had been done but it was not 
irreparable. He had come to his senses enough to reach out his hand and it had been accepted. They were together 
again, Kirk had his ship and his crew and they were together. Nothing else aattered. 


Kirk leaned back in his chair and stretched. He wondered if there had ever been an operations aeeting that 
didn’t turn out to be an absolute bore. This one was finally breaking up after several hours of senseless bickering 
about senseless rules. 

Kirk found hiaself wondering how he had aanaged to put up with this garbage for the nuaber of years that he 
had. J aust have really hit @ low point, he thought to hiaself, if I honestly thought that I night have aedea 
difference... A hand hitting his shoulder brought hia out of his daydreaa. 

"Ready, Jia?" Kirk glanced up to see Adgiral Nogura standing beside hia. Nodding, Kirk rose to his feet. His 
stomach was letting hia know that it was aore than ready for dinner. 

The dinner was ordered and drinks were served all round before Nogura spoke again. "You’ve definitely decided 
about the Enterprise, haven’t you, Jia?" Kirk looked at hig in surprise. He thought they had hashed this out 
weeks ago. He nodded but didn’t say anything. 

Nogura frowned. Kirk had not risen to the bait aas Nogura had hoped he would. He looked around the table and 
noted that no one aet his gaze - no one except Kirk. And that was the reason he didn’t want to lose hia. Kirk was 
the only @an of flag rank who dared to stand up to Commanding Ad@iral Nogura, and that eeant a great deal to the 
Adairal. 

"Jia..." he started, 

"No!" Kirk’s voice was very low but his eyes were like granite. 

"Adairal Kirk, I a@ your comaanding officer... 

“Not any longer, sir. I am now under the jurisdiction of Operations, not the Ad@iralty...° 

"You are still an Adgiral, sir..." 

"Here, yes, but on the Enterprise | aw a captain and | value that position far gore than I ever have these 
stars." He got up. He suddenly realized why Nogura had brought hia here along with the other operational heads. 
The old @an had not yet given up his hope that somehow he would get Kirk to change his a@ind and not take the Enter- 
prise for a second @ission. He suddenly knew he had to get out, had to leave before Nogura had a chance to start 
these other lackeys harping on the sage subject. "If you will excuse ae, sir," he said quietly, "I have another 
appointaent.” He nodded foreally to Nogura and left before the Adairal had a chance to stop hia. 

By the tiee he left Fleet Headquarters he was boiling aad. Briefly he thought about heading straight howe but 
decided that he would only take his anger out on Spock and McCoy and that would hardly be fair. He decided to take 
a long walk and let hiaself cool down before he had to face anyone. 

The streets fell away under his feet. He paid no attention to where he was going, nor did he notice how long 
he had been walking. With his hands buried deep in his pockets, his eyes fixed on the paveaent in front of hia, he 
let his anger carry hia far away froa the areas he was fagiliar with and deep into the heart of the city. 

Gradually he becage aware of other footsteps. He looked up to see that he was slowly being surrounded by a 
group of people - hugan and alien. He slowed his pace a little and they closed their circle. He drewtoa halt, 
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noting that soae of thea were pulling what looked vaguely like Klingon disruptors. 

“What do you want?" he asked quietly. 

One of the aen started to answer, only to be stopped by what appeared to be the leader of the group. ‘Silence, 
Leia," he said sharply. He looked at Kirk. ‘What is Starfleet doing in Sadag?" 

"Where?" echoed Kirk. “I don’t understand." He slowly brought his hands forward reaching for his cosaunicator 
as unobtrusively as he could. Suddenly everything went black. 


Spock jerked awake, wondering what it was that woke hia. The room was dark and the house was silent. He lay 
still for a few minutes but there was nothing in the peaceful silence to disturb hia. Finally he rolled over and 
went back to sleep. * 


“Who are you?" The voice cage again and again, asking the sage questions. ‘Why are you here?" 

Kirk’s head was pounding. He was tied to an iron bed, his wrists wired to the bars at the head of the bed, his 
ankles wired to the bottoa. His hands and feet were long since nuab but the pain in his wrists and ankles let hia 
know the wire was digging deep. 

A hand slapped across his face. ‘Answer ae, human! I know you are conscious! * 

Kirk finally opened his eyes and looked at his toraentor. Cold alien blue eyes looked back, the eyes of a 
aurderer, the eyes of aan Kirk realized he would have to huor if there were any hope of getting out of this 
situation alive, 

"Janes Kirk." 

For a sosent the aan stared at hie. ‘“Adeiral - Starfleet Command. What position do you hold?" 

"Captain, Starship rank.." 

"Adairals do not coapand starships!" 

“Ido. The U.S.S. Enterprise...” His voice broke off as the hard hand hit hia again. 

"You lie! The Enterprise belongs to the one nased Decker. You were sent here, but why were you sent in 
unifora? Why did Starfleet want us to know they have discovered us? Why did they not come in force?" He stood 
looking down at Kirk, at the blood that was running from the corner of his aouth and the bruises that were foraing 
froa the constant blows. ‘“Trebe is coming," he continued thoughtfully. “We will wait for hie.° 

To Kirk’s horror, the aan pulled a dirty looking needle and syringe from his pocket - an old, barbaric looking 
device. The aan laughed as he saw Kirk’s expression. "So, hugan, this worries you, does it? | take it you have 
never aainlined. | thought all of your rank would have known the pleasures of herrash." 

Kirk shuddered. Herrash was a powerful narcotic and, if used often enough to become addicted, it could destroy 
brain function in a huaan. He had known @any people whose careers had been ended by this drug. He knew that it was 
a rare case that recovered after a long, tough fight, and alaost always with soe lasting damage. If that happened 
to hia there would be no possibility of command - no Enterprise - not if this aan carried out his threat. 

"Please...n0...'" Kirk’s voice was cracked and dry. He had not realized he would find it so easy to plead, 
but suddenly that didn’t aatter. He couldn’t let all those painfilled years come back to hold hia in their grip. 
Not now, not when life was once aore held out before his, not when he was so close to regaining all he had lost. 

"Just a little," laughed the aan, “just enough so that your body will cry for sore, Just enough so you will 
realize that you can’t fight us. We can bring you peace - relief from your agony..." 

The wire tore Kirk’s wrists open as he struggled. He could feel the ware blood running down his aras as a 
strap was fixed around his upper ara. The man pulled the sleeve up until he found the big vein on the inside of 
Kirk’s elbow. There was nothing gentle about the way he injected the drug. The griay neele tore through Kirk’s are 
as he continued struggling. Some of the drug went into the vein, the rest into the auscle around the vein. Kirk 
could feel the instant pain and reaction to a drug that burned and destroyed auscle tissue on contact. It was seant 
to be injected intravenously if it was used at all. His ar@ instantly began to swell. 

"Now that was stupid, wasn’t it, Adairal?" said the aan nastily as he pulled the syringe from Kirk’s ara. Kirk 
was sickened to see the aan wipe the needle on his own dirty shirt, then inject hiaself with the sage drug. But 
the effect on hia would be auch different than with Kirk. The herrash which could so easily destroy a huaan 
scarcely affected an alien, It would give a pleasant high then would wear off, leaving no ill effects. 

The aan called out and some others caee into the room. “He’s been injected and it’s tise for us to leave. He 
aust not be found by others.” He sotioned to thea and they quickly untied Kirk from the bed, then forced hia into a 
saall, filthy closet. There they securely tied hia with aore wire, his hands behind his back, then he was pushed to 
his knees and his wrists were wired to his ankles. Then they stuffed a gag in his mouth and left hia locked in the 
darkness. 
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As the long hours dragged past, Kirk could feel the effects of the drug sweep through his systea. His stosach 
churned as the foreign substance gripped hia. He felt sick and weak, which he knew was a first reaction to the 
herrash, He sluaped sideways against the wall. He could handle this with no great difficulty provided they didn’t 
give hie auch aore. The alien had said he was injecting just enough to keep hia from fighting. Maybe they felt 
that if they kept hia feeling sick that if would be sufficient. He hoped so anyway. Maybe he could brazen this out - 
appear to be aore affected than he was. Maybe then they wouldn’t reinject hie. 

He made several useless atteapts to get sore coafortable but however he shifted his position, the wire dug 
deeply into his skin. Then, suddenly, he was doubled over by violent craaps. The gag prevented hie froa crying 
out, but his upper body jacknifed forward, fresh blood running down his hands as the wire cord dug even deeper into 
his wrists. The pain left almost as quickly as it had come, and he slowly pushed hiaself back up the wall, sweat 
starting to run down his face. He desperately wanted to be sick but forced hiaself to keep control. With the gag 
so tightly binding his aouth, throwing up was not a good idea, 

Hang in there, kirk, he thought grialy. You've been through worse then this. So, in his dark prison, 
locked away from the world with no one to aiss hie or wonder where he was, Kirk began a silent, solitary fight for 


survival. * 


Spock paced restlessly around the hours, wondering where the others were. McCoy had said that he would 
probably stay in the city overnight but Kirk had said only that he would be back late ~ and he had not come back at 
all. Spock did not really understand the restlessness that held hia - he felt only that something was not right. 
Still, he was reluctant to contact anyone. A Vulcan did not function by emotion, and he had no logical basis for 
his uneasiness. He decided he would wait a while longer before he acted. 


The bright light from the sain room acmentarily blinded Kirk as the door opened. He quickly turned his head 
away, the aovement causing sharp jabs of pain to shoot through his head. However, the headache was alaost all that 
reaained of the scary syaptoas that spelled the presence of herrash. The craaps had subsided and, although he still 
felt slightly queasy, he knew he was no longer in danger of throwing up. 

He lay passive as the wire bonds and gag were removed and he was pulled froa the closet. Momentarily he tried 
to aove on his own and instantly confirmed what he had suspected - his feet were too nuab to feel. He would have to 
wait for a while before he tried anything, At the aoment he wouldn’t be capable of going anywhere on his own. 

They pushed hia into a cchair, then all left except the one alien who had given hia the drug earlier. Kirk 
glanced at hia, then looked away, more because the light hurt his eyes than being unable to face his captor. 

The alien aistook the aovement for fear. ‘Well, now," he said with a chuckle, "1 would have thought a pretty 
unifora like that would give a little gore courage to the aan who wore it." He got up and poured a glass of water, 
then turned back to Kirk. There was no eistaking the look in the hazel eyes - the huaan wanted it. "I find I get 
thirsty after the herrash has worn off. Do you find the saae?* 

For a acaent Kirk looked at hia, then nodded silently. He would play this game if it could buy him soee tiee. 
The pain in his hands and feet was telling hia that his circulation was starting to return, 

The alien smiled. "Do you want this?" he asked, holding up the water. 

Again Kirk nodded. 

The alien got up. ‘What do the ganners of your society require you to say?" 

Kirk swallowed hard. How auch hueiliation was he expected to undergo? His voice cracked as he spoke, his 
aouth feeling as though it was full of cotton. ‘Pl...please. ° 

The alien laughed. “Very good, Adgiral." He walked forward and held out the glass. Painfully, Kirk reached 
forward, Just as his hand touched the glass, the alien tipped it and the water poured out onto the floor. 

"Oh, too bad," said the alien, savouring the horrified look on Kirk’s face. “Well, gaybe we'll try again 
later. Water doesn’t come cheaply, you know. ® 

As he turned back to the sink, Kirk took his chance and broke for the door. His action caught the alien off 
guard and he aleost aade it. Alaost, but not quite. He was slowed by the remaining nuabness in his feet and was 
tackled just as he reached the door. His head hit the wood with a tremendous crack as he fell forward, and he lay 
stunned on the floor. 

"Now that wasn’t a nice thing to do, Adgiral,* said the alien as he rolled Kirk over with his foot. Kirk lay 
on his back, his head threatening to split open. He had aiscalculated and he knew he was going to pay for it. He 
struggled feebly as he was pulled across the room, but his vision kept swisaing and his hands and feet were still 
nuab froa being tied for so long. 

To his relief he wasn’t put back in the closet. He was dragged to a corner where he was pulled to a sitting 
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position and his hands were tied behind hia, then secured tightly to a building support that was visible behind one 
of the many holes in the rooa’s walls. 

Kirk sagged back waiting for his head to stop spinning. He scarcely noticed that his shoes and socks were 
being re@oved. Suddenly he froze. His pant leg was being pushed up and the sharp sting of the needle going into 
his ankle, and the painful burn start as aore of the drug went into his auscle. 

The alien got up and turned to face hia. "That was double the last dose, Admiral. You should have been nice 
to ae. 1 wouldn’t have given you another shot if you’d been nice to ae." 

"Go to hell!* said Kirk savagely, trying to let his hate and anger conquer the cold fear that had claaped his 
stomach into a hard ball. But the alien only laughed as he aoved away. He was looking forward to the next hours. 
A huaan’s reaction to herrash had always fascinated hia and he rarely had a chance to watch one newly exposed, 
Usually he only saw those hu@ans at the clinic whose dependence was already firaly established - and who were dying. 
This one was strong and as yet full of fight. He settled hiaself onto the bed where Kirk had been tied, and sat 
back to watch. * 


Kirk still wasn’t back when McCoy finally called in late afternoon. By then Spock had stopped caring about 
Vulcan e@otion and told McCoy of his fears. As usual, McCoy did not doubt what Spock said. When it came to Kirk 
and the subject of his safty, Spock never exaggerated and, to McCoy’s knowledge, he had never been wrong. 

He told Spock that he would start a quiet search to see if anyone had seen Kirk and that he would eet the 
Vulcan at Fleet Headquarters. He hoped there was a siaple explanation for Kirk’s disappearance but was experiencing 
a sinking feeling that there wouldn’t be. 

By the tise Spock arrived, McCoy had traced Kirk’s steps until he had left the Officer’s Club the previous 
evening. After that time no one had seen hia or heard from hia. Spock and McCoy contacted everyone they could 
think of, even people they knew Kirk probably hadn’t seen in years - and drew a coaplete blank. 

They sat in silence for some ainutes, then Spock looked at McCoy. "We should contact Security, Doctor. There 
is no way the two of us can search an entire city." 

"Or possibly a country or a world,” said McCoy, his fear and frustration sounding in his voice. "Okay, Spock, 
171) come with you, then I’ve got to see Adairal Nogura.* 


Kirk fought the drug as long as he could, desperately trying not to let hiaself becowe an object of amusement 
for the alien who was watching hia froa across the rooa. He put up a valiant struggle but the drug was too powerful 
and he eventually gave in to the terrible cramps and nausea that were wracking his body. 

Finally Kirk sagged liaply forward, exhausted and depleted from the raging of the chemical through his systea. 
He heard the alien get off the bed and aove to his side. Weakly he lifted his head. He watched as they syringe 
aoved toward his other leg. He found he didn’t have the strength to aove. He watched the needle puncture the flesh 
and the clear fluid leave the syringe, then leaned his head back against the wall. 

"Why? Why are you doing this?" 

The alien looked at hia and, for a brief aosent, Kirk alaost thought he saw a look of syapathy. "You are 
suffering,” he said siaply. 

"And this is supposed to help?" asked Kirk in angry astonishaent. 

The alien nodded. "This one will. You have been sick because your body was not used to the drug. This tiae 
you will feel the joys of herrash, not just the horrors." 

Kirk felt cold dread. Joys could sean only one thing, that his systea would accept and accomodate the drug - 
the first step to addiction. He looked down at the small dribble of blood on his ankle - an innocent wound that 
could spell his destruction. He took a deep breath and braced hiaself. [t surely was only a eatter of tine now 
before someone would come looking for hia. By now either Spock or McCoy would have contacted Starfleet and listed 
hia as @issing. San Francisco wasn’t all that large. Someone would find hie. He just had to hang on until then. 


Security raised a general alara and discreet inquiries were begun by security personnel. Spock waS @aking an 
increasingly difficult atteapt to hold onto his teaper as he tried to convince an equally stubborn Lt. Comeander 
that he and McCoy had already done all those things that the aan had ordered the details to do, and it would be aore 
beneficial to expand the inquiry rather than to go over ground already covered. 

Adairal Nogura eet thea at Security Headquarters. "Commanders," he said shortly, "come with ae please.” Spock 
and McCoy glanced at each other, then followed the stiff, retreating back of the Comaanding Adeiral. 

No word was spoken until the door of Nogura’s private office closed, then he turned to the two officers. "All 
right, what is going on?" : 
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Spock stepped forward as McCoy opened his south to speak and s@oothly cut hia off. He knew McCoy was upset and 
worried about Kirk, and apt to say something he would regret later. 

"Captain Kirk left yesterday afternoon to go to an operations aeeting, sir, then he was planning to go to 
dinner with you. He said he would be late returning." Spock’s dark eyes held Nogura’s unflinchingly. "He never 
returned. * 

For along aosent Nogura looked at hia, then glanced at the report in his hand. "Yet you waited until this 
afternoon to report it. Why?" 

"Kirk is mot acchild, sir," said Spock, his voice sounding respectful even though his words did not. “He is 
not used to having a curfew put on his activities.” 

Nogura’s eyes shot to Spock’s face but set only a challenging silence. 

Atta boy, Spock! thought McCoy gleefully. Don’t let hia bully you - pake you back down! 

Nogura cleared his throat, then thought better than to take up Spock’s quiet challenge. ‘All right, your 
comajents are noted. Yet you feel this action is unusual for Kirk..." 

"The captain noraally contacts one of us if his plans change," said Spock quietly. 

Nogura nodded. "Yes, the ’Adairal’ always did the sage here..." His eyes locked with Spock’s but again the 
Vulcan refused to back down. 

"Adairal,” broke in McCoy, "I aw not familiar with the proper procedure in cases like this..." 

"Cases like this?" echoed Nogura, quiet anger sounding in his voice. "Cases like what, Doctor? I don’t think 
you appreciate the gravity of the situation. It is not just a aan who is missing, it is the Chief of Operations for 
Starfleet Command..." 

"But he resigned," said McCoy stubbornly. 

"Doctor," said Spock quietly, ‘you are aissing the point. The Admiral means that Jia could be a weapon in 
hieself...° 

"What? Spock, you’re aaking less sense than he is..." 

"If you will let ae finish, Commander," said Nogura iapatiently. ‘Kirk is one of the most dangerously inforaed 
people in Starfleet, Doctor. He knows every movement of every ship and practically every officer in the Fleet - he 
ordered aost of thea. If he has fallen into the wrong hands and if they should sanaged to obtain that 
intoraation..." 

"Oh boy," said McCoy, slightly stunned at the iaplications. He looked at Nogura. "Adairal, since I aa not 
assigned to Headquarters, I need your peraission to use the aedical aonitoring lab.° 

Spock glanced at McCoy, wondering what the huaan was up to. "For what purpose, Doctor?" said Nogura, aking a 
visible effort to control his teaper. He was not used to people aaking a stand against hie as Spock was doing. The 
Vulcan’s dark eyes were condeaning hia for sosething, although Nogura did not know for what. 

McCoy looked at Spock for support and got it, even though the Vulcan had no idea what he was going to suggest. 
Their exchange was not lost on Nogura. 

"At the aoment, sir, we have no idea if Kirk is alive, or where he is, Part of that aight be answered if the 
aedical section tried to home in on his medical monitor, [ can’t order that done without your peraission...” 

"Of course!" broke in Nogura, "I was stupid not to think of it. Come on!" Nogura walked quickly froe his 
office with Spock and McCoy right behind hia, * 


A foot none too gently pushed at Kirkk’s ribs. Kirk groaned and tried to aove away, but his ares held 
hie firaly secured. A tall, rather good looking aan turned to the alien standing at his side. 

"What did you give hia, Tandy® 

"Just a touch of herrash, Trebe, enough to keep hia docile." 

Trebe looked back down at Kirk’s sluaped figure. He had obviously been given sore than a touch, and had been 
given herrash aore than once. The blood on the aan’s wrists and ankles bore aute testiaony to the useless struggle 
he had put up and the struggle he had lost. 

"Untie hia, get hia onto his feet," said Trebe as he turned away. He did not look back until all sounds of 
aoveaent had died away and he turned to see James T. Kirk, Chief of Operations for Starfleet Command standing in 
front of hia, He looked at Kirk in stunned silence for a aoment, looked at the dasning uniform of the aan’s rank, 
then turned to Tandy. "Of all the people in this city, indeed on this entire world, you had to pick on this one? 
Tandy, it’s bad enough to kidnap a Starfleet officer in the first place, auch less one of flag rank, but do you have 
any idea who this aan is?" 

"Said his nage was Jages Kirk," auabled Tandy defensively, a little angry and confused that Trebe wasn’t 
overjoyed by what he had done. : 
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"Exactly, James Kirk. And if he isn’t the aost important man in Starfleet he aust be pretty dan close. This 
city will get turned upside down when they discover he’s a@issing!® 

"Don’t see what’s so Special about hia. We’ve taken others before..." 

"Those were aen on aerchant lines who had inforaation concerning cargo that we needed. Those aen lived nomad 
lives - no one would ever question their disappearance. This aan is the Chief of Operations for the entire Fleet! 
There’s a big difference there, Tandy, a very big difference which you..." Trebe broke off and stood looking at 
Tandy. The alien had obviously been dabbling in herrash again hiaself and was too strung out to follow any line of 
reasoning at the aoaent. Trebe would have to wait for the drug to lessen its hold before he tried to explain 
further, 

He turned back to Kirk who was now being held upright in the secure grip of a aan on either side of hia. The 
hazel eyes were dark and defiant, even though the drug still held hi and the ravages of the beginning of its 
conquest were aore than evident. 

"Well, Adairal," said Trebe, "it is indeed an honor to aeet you. Of course al] such as we know of Jases Kirk 
and his accoaplishaents." 

"What do you want of ae? Who are you?" Kirk’s quiet voice was amazingly steady considering the nuaber of 
injections of herrash he had been given. Yet, to Trebe’s surprise, Kirk appeared to have held some aeasure of 
control. It was obvious that he was susceptible to the drug, but he clearly had not yet been totally dominated by 
it. 

"To be truthful, Adairal," replied Trebe just as quietly, "I! really don’t know what we’re going to do with you. 
You’re too dangerous to keep and too dangerous to kill. Yet there aust be a reason why you case to Sadag...° 

"What is Sadag?" asked Kirk sharply, but with an uneasy feeling that he already knew although he couldn’t 
remeaber, 

"Come now, Kirk," said Trebe, “you know the answer to that. Why else would you be here?" Kirk opened his 
mouth toreply but the aan had already turned away. "Tandy, I think we’d better give hia some aore herrash - keep 
him quiet for a while longer until we can come up with a plan.’ 

"No!" Kirk knew he couldn’t fight another shot and he was terrified of what would happen. He twisted in the 
grip of his captor’s hands and the sleeve of his unifora tore. Large, ulcerated sores covered the inside of his 
elbow. Trebe looked at Tandy. 

"He struggled. The needle slipped..." 

"Needle?® 

Tandy nodded. "Only thing I had handy.” 

"Yours, 2 suppose." 

"What’s wrong with that?® 

Trebe shook his head. "Nothing now, I! guess. I doubt if he’l) live long enough to give back anyway, even if 
we could. Inject hia, then put hia in the closet and ake sure he’s securely tied. {! don’t want anyone finding hia 
accidentally. {’@ going to see what [ can find out. 1[’11 be back later.’ 


The technicians looked up in surprise when Nogura, followed by Spock and McCoy cage pounding into the scanning 
lab, closely pursued by theSurgeon General and Greg O’Connor, head of the eedical coaplex at Starfleet Headquarters. 

"Rogers," puffed O’Connor, “pull all recent history of Adairal James Kirk and set up an iaeediate aedical scan 
for sage." 

"Yes, sir." The young technician aight have been startled at their arrival but he was all business once he had 
been given orders, a happening that iapressed Nogura. 

Minutes ticked by like hours as Rogers and his team set up the necessary equipment. Silence screased out as 
the coaputers started collecting the required data. 

"Got hia, sir!* Rogers’ voice broke into the stillness as his eyes remained glued to the coaputer readouts. 
Q’Connor activated an auxiliary coaputer that would give out the same inforaation, but flashed on a large view- 
screen, not the private scanner that Rogers was using. 

Kirk was alive, but it was obvious that he was far from all right. The aonitoring systea showed he was in a 
highly agitated state, both his body and aind being highly stiaulated by something. Rogers and his technicians 
worked feverishly on the incoming data, and they all paled when the results finally correlated. 

"Herrash,® said McCoy in a choked whisper. "My god, he’s taken herrash!® 

For a aoaent Spock stood in frozen silence, then he turned to McCoy. "He had not taken it, Doctor. Someone 
else has given it to hia. 

Nogura looked at thea both and started to say something when Rogers’ voice interrupted hia, "We’ve lost the 
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signal!" 

Instantly O’Connor was at his side. “How? What happened?" 

"Is he dead?" cage Nogura’s voice. 

Rogers shook his head. ‘! don’t think so, sir. The syaptoas he was exhibiting were not violent enough to have 
caused death, at least not yet. That was not withdrawal he was experiencing, that was a ful) high - herrash at its 
gaxiaua dose in a body that was accoaaodating the cheaical..," 

"Meaning that he’s been aissing long enough now for someone to be able to have given hia six or eight shots, 
Adairal,® broke in McCoy angrily. "Full strength, any huaan would be starting to become addicted by now!" 

Rogers looked from one to the other, then his eyes fell on Spock, autely appealing for help. 

"You do not feel he is dead,” said Spock quietly. 

"No, sir," said Rogers gratefully. "More likely someone has taken his tunic off and the belt scanner has been 
destroyed." 

“Which aeans that whoever has hia is at least somewhat familiar with Starfleet," said Spock thoughtfully. 

"But who?" asked O’Connor, “and what reason would they have to risk bringing the power of Starfleet down on 
thea?" 

Only silence answered hia. No one had an answer to the senseless riddle. 


Kirk was experiencing his first high from the herrash as Trebe cage bursting into the rooa and jerked open the 
closet door, Kirk was lying on his side talking quietly to hiaself and giggling at his own words. 

"Tandy!" yelled Trebe. "Get hia untied - fast!" He was already dragging Kirk out of the seal) closet when 
Tandy reached hia and ripped the wire forcefully from Kirk’s wrists and ankles. 

"Ouch!" Kirk ade an atteapt to focus his eyes on Tandy. "That wasn’t nice...hurt little handies.” He 
giggled again. 

"Quick, strip off his clothes!® 

"What?" Tandy stared at Trebe. 

"That belt - it’s a scanner. I was a blasted fool not torealize it sooner. If Starfleet locks onto that, we 
would be in bigger trouble than we are already. Quick, aan, don’t just stand there gaping!" 

Within seconds they had stripped Kirk coapletely and Tandy did a thorough body search while Trebe destroyed the 
scanner, 

"Rub a dub dub," auraured Kirk happily as Tandy’s hands searched for anything unusual. "Wanna rubber duckie," 
he said as he was pulled to his feet. He looked at Trebe. “Bath tiae," he announced soleanly. ‘"Can’t go to bed 
like this." 

“How auch of that stuff have you given hia now, Tandy?" asked Trebe as he looked at the nuserous ulcerated 
sores on Kirk’s aras and legs, 

"Don’t know. He keeps struggling..." 

Trebe nodded. “I’d cut it back a bit. He’s going to blow apart soon if you shoot hia up auch aore.° 

"But the withdrawal...?° 

‘Is ore preferable. We aay have to destroy hia, Tandy. It could well be his life versus ours. Bind hia and 
gag hia again, then lock hia in the closet. If he starts yelling, I don’t want anyone to hear hia." 


Spock and McCoy were standing at attention in Nogura’s office, The adairal had not asked thea to sit and had 
been staring at the two of thea for the past several ainutes without speaking. 

Finally he turned away and got so@e brandy out, pouring a glass for hiaself, "The technicians have been told 
not to talk..." He downed the brandy, then turned back to the two officers, his eyes boring into Slpock. ‘You said 
earlier, Commander, that you felt someone else had given herrash to Adgiral Kirk. Are you sure of that?" 

"Yes, sir,” said Spock with quiet conviction. 

"Doctor,* said Nogura, looking at McCoy, “isn’t it possible that Kirk has done this to hiaself? He’s been very 
depressed in recent aonths.-.not at all the aan we knew. Just last night he more or less told ae to shove it... 

McCoy’s face flushed as Nogura spoke. ‘The pot should never call the kettle black, Adairal. Anything Jia went 
through was a direct cause of your actions...‘ 

"That is not what 1 asked, Doctor," said Nogura sharply, but unconsciously he appreciated McCoy’s willingness 
to stand up to hia, just as Kirk was ready to go against his wishes, his orders. It was no wonder the Enterprise 
had been the ship she had been with these men. He brought his aind back to the present. "These screenings show Kirk 
is taking or has taken herrash. I am asking you if you think Kirk is capable of such a self-destructive and drastic 
action?® 
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For a aoment McCoy thought of the hesitant, unsure aan he had first seen aboard the new Enterprise, Kirk’s 
state of aind and obvious depression then aight have allowed hia to toy with the idea of the relief that herrash 
aight have brought hia. But the aan who had faced V’ger never would have. That James Kirk would never destroy 
hiaself, McCoy looked at Nogura. "No, sir, | don’t believe he would be." 

"You hesitated, Doctor,” said Nogura quietly. “Your eyes told ae that you did indeed believe that Kirk aight 
be capable of such an act." McCoy was fully aware of the daggers aimed at hia fro Spock. 

Daan it, Spock he thought, J can’t be poker faced all the tine like you are. And Nogura’s ight, | did 
hesitate. 

"Gentlesen,” Said Nogura quietly, “I don’t know if you really appreciate the gravity of the situation. Kirk is 
still officially Head of Operations. That aeans he has top security throughout Starfleet. He possibly knows sore 
about this organization than any other aan alive, excluding aysel#. Now he is missing and from what little we have 
been able to ascertain, quite likely is no longer rational. Whether or not he took the drug hiaself is really no 
longer the issue. He knows too auch. If he falls into the wrong hands we can kiss this organization goodbye...* 

"Kirk would never break'* broke in McCoy angrily. 

"He’1] do anything someone asks if they withdraw that drug, Doctor,’ said Nogura in an icy voice. "We both 
know that. He’s hugan and he has his breaking point. We all do. I will not have hia jeopardize the Fleet..." 

"Meaning what, Adairal?" Spock’s voice was the coldest sound Nogura had ever heard. 

"Meaning Starfleet comes first, Commander. We have to find hie." 

“Twill... 

"No, you won’t!*® Nogura’s voice held a quiet senace. “You and Dr. McCoy are confined to base." 

"Adairal," continued Spock, the coldness now is his eyes as well as in his voice, ‘we aust return to Kirk’s 
howe. That is where he will expect us to be. If he is in any condition to send a sessage, that is where he will 
send it." 

"I will have the house aanned by Security personnel around the clock, Comaander,* said Nogura. “I have 
some idea of what happens when the two of you take aatters into your own hands and I will not tolerate your inter- 
ference here. Kirk is dangerous enough to lose. You, Spock, hold an A7 coaputer rating and McCoy is one of our top 
Surgeons and scientists. I do not know where Kirk is or who eight be holding hia, but I'll be damned if 171] let 
thea grab all three of you'" He pressed the intercoa on his desk. The door slid open to reveal a security detail. 
"You will accompany these gentleaen to your quarters iasediately, where they will reaain on constant guard. I do 
not suggest you try anything...” 

There waS nothing aore to say. Nogura’s expression told thea he had given thea all the warning he was going 
to. Silently Spock and McCoy left the room and were taken to their new quarters, virtual prisoners theaselves and 
unable to help Kirk in any way. * 


The hours passed into days. Kirk lost track of the tiae they left hia in his dark hole, stripped naked and 
vulnerable to their every whia. 

He spent long hours withdrawing froa the drug, his body screaming for the blessed injection, the blessed relief 
froa the toraent. 

Tandy now used hia as a plaything. He knew from what Trebe had said that Kirk would not be given back alive. 
It no longer aattered what Tandy did to hia, except to aake sure the withdrawal periods grew longer and longer. 

The strong aan who had first stood defiantly in front of hia was gone, replaced by a creature who would do 
anything, say anything that Tandy wished in desperate hope that the alien aight give hia a shot. And Tandy toyed 
with hia, teaching Kirk an intricate pattern which he had to go through in order to be rewarded by the drug, or, as 
often as not, dragged fighting and crying back to the darkness of the closet to continue his battle with the horrors 
of withdrawal. Kirk was not aware of the degredation, he only knew he had to do what he was ordered. Wasn’t that 
what he had been doing all his life, obeying orders? His tortured aind saw no difference. It was just another set 
of orders from a different authority. 

He no longer acted like the civilized being they had first captured. They had reduced hia to less than an 
aniaal. Most of the tiee he was left in blackness, gagged and tied so he could not beg, could do nothing to relieve 
his agony. 

When he was allowed brief minutes of freedoa they let hia crawl on his belly, begging in any way they required 
hia to for the one thing that would relieve his dreadful agony, to beg for the chemical which would give hia a brief 
respite froa the raging aadness of withndrawal, for the chemical that was destroying his life. 

Large sores surrounded all the easily accessible viens on his aras and legs but he scarcely noticed when Tandy 
injected the drug through the painful ulcers, often putting more herrash directly into the auscle, causing aore 
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swelling and burned flesh. Each tiee Tandy used the same Syringe, the sase dirty needle, but Kirk had stopped his 
Struggling. Each tise he saw it poised he would remain deathly still, praying that this tise the needle would be 
injected. There was no more resistance, His fight had ended, 


McCoy felt he had been pacing for hours and was sure he had worn a groove in the tile floor. During that tine 
Spock had sat silent, never once glancing up at the restless huan, seeaingly unaware that McCoy was there at all. 

It had been five days since they had been ’escorted’ to their teaporary quarters and they had not been outside 
since. A hundred times a day Spock would test the one door, but each time it was locked. They were on the top 
floor of the Officer’s Barracks with a straight, certain fatal drop to the ground far below. Their options for 
escape were nil. They were there until Nogura decided otherwise. 

McCoy’s hand s@ashing down on the table caused Spock to glance up at hia. ‘Daan it, Spock, it’s been five days 
now and apparently Security hasn’t found a trace of Jia'* He turned and started pacing again. "That aonitor showed 
Jia’s systea was coapletely dominated by herrash. Huaans can’t stand the constant punishaent of that drug. Jia’s 
strong, but he’s not that strong, God, if he’s dead...!" McCoy’s voice broke. He leaned against the wall, his 
forehead resting on the back of his hand, "If he died from that...! Spock, if we’ve failed hia..." 

"He is alive, Doctor,” said Spock quietly. ‘I would have felt something if he had died.* 

McCoy wiped tears from his eyes as he turned to look at Spock. ‘I can’t just sit here like this, Spock..." 

"Nor can I," said Spock as he slowly got to his feet. 

McCoy looked at hia. He knew Spock had neither eaten nor slept since they had been locked in this ‘prison’. 
He had done little better hiaself and knew how exhausted he felt. He also knew that Spock would feel nothing but 
building rage until he found Kirk. He had seen the Vulcan wound up like this too many tiaes before. 

"Then let’s call Nogura...* 

“No, Doctor. He aust not suspect anything and you are in no condition to go anywhere. I shall search for the 
captain..." 

"And just how do you propose getting out of here?" asked McCoy drily. ‘That’s not exactly an honor quard 
outside our door." 

"There are only two aen left,” said Spock. "I would presume that Nogura has every able bodied aan out searching 
for the captain, He is very worried about the security risk..." 

“Daan his security risk'® said McCoy viciously. ‘"We’re discussing a lite!" 

"You do not become Commanding Adairal of Starfleet Command by worrying about one life, said Spock flatly. 

"Then [’11 never make it," said McCoy. 

A small sile touched the corners of Spock’s south. ‘I have the sage reservations about ayself," he said, 

McCoy smiled, appreciating Spock’s atteapt at quiet husor, then sobered. "Spock, you don’t even know where to 
start looking, and Nogura specifically ordered...” 

"Doctor, at the eoment Jia is alive and somewhere in this city. His presence is strong in ay aind. It is 
iaperative [ reach hig as soon as possible. I dono suggest you try to stop me, and I warn you against contacting 
Nogura concerning ay actions.” He looked at McCoy for a aoment, then turned and walked into his bedrooa. For a 
aoment McCoy stood in stunned silence, then hurried after the Vulcan, 

"Blast it, Spock,” he spluttered, "you know me better than that' Besides, I’m coming with you." He watched as 
Spock pulled the dark sweater over his head and straightened up, but didn’t give hia a chance to interrupt. "I’ve 
Lost Jia," he auttered. "I don’t want to lose both of you. Besides, you’1! probably need a doctor." He grinned a 
little. “Do you know of a@any scrapes either of you have been in where you haven’t needed me pounding to the 
rescue?" 

“It aight be dangerous," said Spock, 

"Or Jie aight truly have lost his ind.’ 

"You don’t believe that any gore than ] do," said Spock quietly. ‘However, | appreciate your company." 

"Fine, I’m glad that’s settled,‘ said McCoy firmly. "Uh, how do we get out of here?" 

"That should pose little difficulty, Doctor. Please dress in the darkest, oldest clothes you have here, and 
bring a aedical kit if you have one." 

"Right," said McCoy, feeling a spark of hope. At least now @aybe they could do something. If they could just 
get out of here they aight be able to find Kirk. And if anyone had a chance of finding hia, it was Spock, 


They pulled Kirk out of his prison for the last tie. His body was bloody and filthy, his hair matted and 


tangled. He had been in withdrawal for a long time. They ignored his sobbing pleas, pleas that stripped hia of any 
dignity he aight have once had, 
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Trebe was with the others. It had taken hia four days to discover the inforaation he needed. It had given 
Tandy four days to work his destruction on Kirk. They forced Kirk into a chair and tied him tightly, knowing that 
if he sanaged to get loose, he would be very dangerous, desperate for the relief that herrash would give his screaa- 
ing body, the herrash Tandy had been denying hie. 

"{t appears that what you told us is the truth," said Trebe. "You apparently don’t know who we are. But what 
waS a @an Such as you doing in this part of the city?" 

The gag had been reaoved froa Kirk’s aouth, but only soft anieal sounds eserged, cries for mercy, cries for 
help, for relief. 

A small sile crossed Trebe’s face. ‘You have broken, Kirk. Think of it - the legend of Starfleet has been 
destroyed..." He reached down and pulled Kirk’s head back, his hand holding the aatted hair. E@pty, dull eyes eet 
his, the herrash seemingly having destroyed the vital intelligence that had aade the man. 

"Please,,.need...please..,!* 

Trebe nodded toward Tandy, ‘"You’ll have to ask him, Kirk, He’s the drug aan here. But if he decides to let 
you have some, savour it. It will be the last you will get. We’re leaving Earth and leaving you behind. You will 
never reaeaber who we are ~ what we look like, Your brain will never again function as it once did.” He stood 
looking at Kirk for a @inute, then turned and left the rooa. 

Eventuasly only Tandy was left, He stood waving the syringe in front of Kirk’s face. "Do you want soae, 
huaan?* 

Duably Kirk nodded, open, naked longing on his face. 

“Then you know what you havea to do,* said Tandy with a laugh. "You aust show ae everything you have learned 
to say please. If I untie you and you don’t, then I’11 smash this syringe, and it is the only shot left," 

"No!" said Kirk in horror. "No, 1*11...1°1] do it...anything!" 

Slowly Tandy untied Kirk, teasing hia unaercifully, pretending to drop the syringe, to lose the needle, A 
dirty hand reached out as a whimper escaped Kirk’s lips. He was so close. He would sell his soul for the relief 
that syringe held. 

"Beg!" 

Kirk begged, He was on his knees begging, then forced one step at a tiae to go through all the gruesome 
contortions that Tandy had forced him to learn. Finally he was crawling on his belly, still begging. Eventually 
Tandy gave hia a shot in his ulcerated ara, not caring if any of the drug actually entered the vein, Then he wired 
Kirk’s wrists and ankles together and stuffed the gag back into his aouth, 4e dragged Kirk to the closet and duaped 
hia onto his side. Then the door shut and locked and Kirk was left to die slowly in his aadness, 


Spock and McCoy were sitting in exhausted silence in a saall, dirty bar. They had been on the aove for hours, 
carefully avoiding contact with any small groups of people. They had no way of knowing who aight be froa Starfleet 
security or who aight even be the people who had taken Kirk and aight, as Nogura had suggested, be looking for thea. 

McCoy took a deep swallow of his drink and griaaced as it hit his eapty stoaach. Spock had not touched his and 
McCoy knew he wouldn’t. He had purchased it merely for show, and not to arouse any suspicions that aight cause 
soaeone to reaeaber that they had been there, McCoy picked up a Stale nutragent stick fro@a bowl on the table and 
chewed it unenthusiastically. He couldn’t afford to get drunk. Not now, not with so auch at stake, 

He glanced at Spock, worried about the slight gliapses of desperation the Vulcan had been showing. Maybe he 
should try talking, distract hia for a few ainutes. Spock had to relax a little or he was going to blow apart. 

“Spock,” he said quietly. 

fark eyes glanced up at hia. 

"Do you aind explaining to ae now how we got out of Fleet Headquarters? Although I a@ aware of the fact that 
we aerely walked out of our rooms and down the executive elevator, I still suspect your hand in there somewhere,‘ 

For a aoaent Spock looked at hia, then dropped his eyes. The silence drew aut and McCoy decided Spock wasn’t 
going to answer, 

"That’s right, Spock'" he said, his anger rising. ‘Keep treating ae like a fool you were forced to bring along 
and who keeps hampering your rescue atteapts. As a aatter of face, you’d probably be just as happy if I was still 
back researching Fabrini aedicine...'* 

Spock looked up again, this tise letting soae of his exhaustion amd worry show. "Not at all, Doctor, You 
aight possibly be the only person who can seve Jia...” 

McCoy couldn’t reaeaber hearing such a sound of near defeat in Spock’s voice before. Instantly he was sorry he 
had lost his temper. “Spock, I..." 

"It’s all right, Doctor. We have been in this kind of situation before. Harsh words seea to be part of the 
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ritual." He took a deep breath. "As far as anyone knows, we are still being held at Starfleet. You will recall 
that there was only one quard when we left, I suggested to hia that he had aomentarily fallen asleep. When he 
checks, he will hear your voice saying that I aa aeditating and you are going to bed. He will want to believe that 
so he will not ask questions. And, as he will find the door still locked froa the outside, there will be nothing to 
arouse his suspicions. Anyone contacting us will recesve an appropriate answer fro the viewscreen coaputer...* 

“And 1 thought you had been sitting around for five days," said McCoy. "I! should have known better. * 

"Have you rested sufficiently?" asked Spock, quickly changing the subject. “If so, {! think we had best be on 
our way." Together they walked out into the dark night, not knowing where they were headed, but determined to find 
Kirk. 

They had been walking for hours along the narrow, dialy lighted streets. Spock aoved slowly, never once break- 
ing his concentration, his ind always reaching out, searching for some trace of the faeiliar contact of Kirk’s 
mind. He knew that Kirk was still alive, maybe terribly hurt, but alive, refusing the sentence of death that the 
demanding drug would be calling for. 

McCoy was keeping up by dogged deteraination. He was too tired to care how long they had been walking, and he 
didn’t dare think about how @uch further they would be going. 

Suddenly Spock cried out in agony, clutching at his head as he staggered a few steps forward before collapsing 
onto his knees. Instantly McCoy’s exhuastion was forgotten as he pulled out his scanner. 

"Spock, what is it?" The scanner showed a tremendous variation in Spock’s brain wave activity - cause unknown, 
McCoy put his hands on Spock’s shoulders and shook hia hard. “Spock, co@e on, snap out of it!" 

His sharp voice seeaed to break through. Spock looked nuably up at hia, then slowly got to his feet. "I ae 
all right, Doctor, thank you." 

"What the blazes happened...?" 

But Spock was no longer listening. His aind had turned inward and he stood aotionless, his eyes unfocused. ‘I 
aa being...bombarded,..pain...* He visibly straightened. “I! have found Jia, Doctor.° 

"What? How... 2" 

But Spock was already running forward, his quick strides forcing McCoy to sprint after hia, McCoy sade no 
attempt to distract the Vulcan. Spock obviously knew where he was going. 

The locked door shattered under the strength of Spock’s shoulder, and they burst into the deserted rooa. McCoy 
looked around 

"What are you up to, Spock? There isn’t anybody here..." 

Spock paid no attention to hia. He walked across the room and practically unhinged another door as he pulled 
it open. The lock groaned and then splintered. 

"Doctor.,.'" Spock’s voice broke off and he stood frozen. 

McCoy dashed across the room and dropped to his knees. “Oh, ay God'" he breathed. 

Kirk was thrashing against an unseen horror, his eyes open and staring, but seeing only the terror in his aind, 
that same terror that had only minutes before driven Spock to his knees as the confusion of Kirk’s torment filtered 
into the Yulcan’s empathic aind, Wire cord had embedded in the flesh of Kirk’s wrists and ankles, buried deeply by 
his constant struggles. Large, suppurating sores covered his aras and legs. 

McCoy pulled out his hypo and injected as auch tranquilizer as he dared. Gently Spock removed the gag, then 
loosened the wire, biting his lip as he was forced to pull it from Kirk’s flesh, Carefully he lifted Kirk roe 
where he lay and brought hia out into the aain rooa. 

McCoy swallowed hard as he read the medical tricorder. Herrash addiction and forced withdrawal, and all the 
physical and eental breakdowns that came with both. Grialy he brought out his hypo and dialed it. 

"What are you giving hia?" 

McCoy glanced at Spock. "You know without asking. Someone has addicted his systea to herrash and now he’s in 
acute withdrawal. If he doesn’t get acre, he’s going to be dead and I don’t have any proper support aedication that 
I can use as a substitute." 

"Is it really necessary?" 

"Look for yoursel#.” McCoy handed hia the tricorder. “Both his ind and body are being dangerously overtaxed 
by deprivation and hallucinations. His heart rate is practically off the scale, He’s dehydrated. He’s suffering 
from almost non-stop craaping and dry heaves. Heaven only knows when they started but they’re going to continue 
until I can get hia on the proper drugs." His aind softened. "One ore shot isn’t going to aake that auch 
difference.’ 

Spock remained kneeling beside Kirk, his strong aras still wrapped around the now feebly struggling huaan. Pain 
showed deep in his eyes but he said nothing. McCoy pressed the hypo against Kirk’s neck, his eyes qrialy noting the 
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ulcerated sores that alsost totally covered Kirk’s aras and legs, They would hurt like hell, he thought to 
hiaself, if Jip was still capable of feeling anything, Maybe in away it’s just as well that he’s so out of it. 

The tricorder ran noiselessly until McCoy was satisfied that the drug was taking effect and some of Kirk’s 
agitation was abating. Slowly he sat down on the floor, his knees violently protesting the length of time he had 
remained kneeling on the hard wood. Spock did not aove from where he knelt, his arms wrapped around Kirk’s upper 
body. 

McCoy looked at Spock. ‘We’re going te have to contact Starfleet. He’s in bad shape..." 

®No,* 

"What do you @ean, no?" 

"Think, Doctor. What will Starfleet do if they receive hia in this condition?® 

"T don’t know. Rehabilitation..." 

"Exactly, and if he is not already destroyed, that will do it. I will not allow that to happen. * 

"Spock, it aay already be too late.* 

"He is not going to be institutionalized. !f he is unable to return to the aan he was, I will take hia hoae to 
Vulcan. I did not come back to be in Starfleet, I returned to be at his side, to be with hia." 

"what are you suggesting, Spock" 

Silently Spock shifted his position so he was also sitting on the floor with Kirk lying between his open legs, 
the huaan’s back resting against his chest, the now lolling head back against the Vulcan’s shoulder. Gently Spock 
aoved the sweat drenched hair off Kirk’s forehead, then again hugged hia firaly, Finally he looked at McCoy. *J 
want you to treat hia, Starfleet isn’t to know.” 

"What? Spock, you’re insane' Look at hia' He needs to go to an advanced aedical facility and even there it 
aight not be enough..." 

"what would you need to treat hia?" Spock’s stubborn eyes showed he wasn’t through arguing. 

McCoy looked at hia, then at Kirk’s now liap body, the herrash having taken hia to a place none of thea could 
follow, taken hia to a deadly haven in the aiddle of sadness, 

"Well, to start with I’d need a hospital facility of some kind that had aonitoring equipment, respirators, that 
kind of thing. Then I’d need free access to a large number of drugs, no questions asked, He’s going to need IV’s, 
protein nutrients, tranquilizers, heart support sedication, synthetic support drugs to replace the herrash... Spock, 
I can’t...!* 

"Doctor, mo one knows Kirk better than you do. No one has a better chance of pulling hia through. Think 
There is a very good possibility that if we take hia back to Starfleet that they won’t let you anywhere near hia. 
We’ve disobeyed direct orders from Admiral Nogura and you have already seen what his reaction is to life over 
institution.” 

McCoy looked back at Kirk, obviously wavering, 

*l have coaplete faith sn you and in your ability, McCoy," said Spock quietly, “and he deserves everything we 
can do for hia, He didn’t ask for this to happen, Would you desert hia now?® 

McCoy sighed quietly. He felt a stab of pride at Spock’s words even though he realized it was a polished snow 
job. The Vulcan very rarely acknowledged KcCoy’s iaportance in Kirk’s life and now he had practically underlined 
the necessity of his presence. Yet he was also afraid. Kirk was a very sick aan and he was only going to get 
sicker, A huaan could live several years on controlled doses of herrash but not after severe withdrawal. The body 
was left too weak and da@aged. They could no longer fight the terrible depletion of withdrawal, and their systea 
was no longer strong enough to cope with the powerful chemical reaction of the herrash. In either case, they died. 

"I could kill hia, Spock, Do you think 1 could live with that?® 

“Could you live with the knowledge of his death when you had no chance to help?" 

Again McCoy fell silent. Spock knew he was very close to a decision. Then he felt Kirk start to shift in his 
aras, 

"Doctor!* 

Kirk jerked up out of Spock’s hold, a horrible scream forced from his throat. He fell sideways, his body 
doubling up in pain. Instantly McCoy was at his side, puaping in auscle relaxants and tranquilizers, Finally Kirk 
Lay still, dry heaves gradually relaxing their grip as the cramps slowly died away, 

“The herrash didn’t help auch," said Spock quietly, almost accusingly. 

McCoy swallowed hard, £ hate to think how auch of that stuff they were puaping into hia, | gave hie a pretty 
big shot..." He got up and for a long tiae stood looking at what was left of the strong aan he had known, torn by 
what he personally wanted to do and what aedically he knew he should do. 

Finally he looked around. "Are his clothes here, or a blanket, or something we can wrap hia up in?°® After 
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searching around, he found Kirk’s clothes, torn and filthy, stuffed in the back of the closet where he had been 
iaprisoned, ‘We can’t put these on hia," he said quietly. Further search brought a thin, tattered blanket, but it 
was better than nothing. Together they wrapped Kirk firaly, McCoy positioning Kirk’s aras so they were trapped in 
the folds of the blanket. "That will aake hie easier to hold if he starts hallucinating again.* Together they 
carried Kirk to an old, Sagging bed in the corner of the room. "Spock, stay with hia, 1711 be back as soon as |! 
can." 

Spock’s eyebrow rose in question. 

"I’ve got an idea," said McCoy, ‘It’s tiae | collected a few favors." After a last worried look at Kirk, 
McCoy left. 

Spock sat on the side of the bed, his hand gently brushing across Kirk’s forehead, trying to let the huaan know 
that someone was with hia, But Kirk kept aoving restlessly, his @ind gripped by the horrors of the cheaical and the 
raging needs of his body. 

"It’s all right, Jia," he said, not having any idea if Kirk could hear hia or understand what he was saying. 
"McCoy’s gone to get help.’ 

Kirk grew steadily worse. Finally Spock was forced to firaly hold hia down onto the bed. He injected some 
aore of the tranquilizers that McCoy had left, but they seeaed to be doing little good. 

“There aust be some way of getting through to you," said Spock as he fought with the human, Finally, in 
desperation, he grabbed Kirk’s face, his fingers spreading quickly to the faailiar entry points of the meld. Kirk 
fought wildly against the invasion, but the carefully wrapped blanket haapered his aoveaents. Suddenly he fell liap 
and totally passive, leaving Spock no further resistance as his aind reached into the faailiar passages of Kirk’s 
ind, 

He found no rational thought - no sanity eet his probing, no essence of the aan he had known as James Kirk eet 
the weld. Kirk’s aind was seeaingly destroyed by the powerful narcotic, his mind destroyed for a reason none of 
thea could understand, 

Steeling hiaself, Spock probed deeper, past the layers of unconscious thought that was now only a blurred aass 
of need, He pushed through chaotic layers of confusion, desperately looking for a spark of life, and finding none. 

For long aogents he rested, trying to gain strength to probe deeper, to find some trace of sanity among the 
churning aadness. 

The whirling lights of insanity were all he found. There were no aegories, nothing to grasp onto to bring the 
gan back to hiaself. Again he thought of nothing, his @ind reeling, trying to confront the destruction he was 
aeeting. 

Suddenly ‘he realized that he had to get out. Kirk’s insanity was rising up to claia hia, threatening to over- 
whela hia. If he stayed any longer he would be pulled forever into Kirk’s aadness, He had already stayed too long. 
He didn’t have tise to build safeguards as he withdrew. With a loud cry, he ripped his ind free of the juabled 
chaos and collapsed backwards onto the floor. 

From far away he felt something press against his are and alaost instantly he felt sharp needles stinging 
through his systea. Iasediately a churning nausea hit his stomach and he knew that McCoy was back and had injected 
hie with something, 

He groaned and tried to sit up. Instantly McCoy aoved to support hie. “Take it easy, Spock. Don’t exert 
yourself." 

Spock opened his eyes. ‘Jia?® 

"He’s ail right,” said McCoy quickly, reassured by Spock’s question that the Vulcan had suffered no hare. “Non, 
what the hell were you trying to do, kill yoursel#?° 

Spock finally got into a sitting position. “He was so scared, so desperate. | tried to let hia know J was 
here. * 

“Well,® said McCoy gruffly, “at least you had the sense to pull out of it. I was aleost ready to knock you 
out." 

"You saw?® 

McCoy nodded. ‘You had just started the aeld when I walked in. Blast it, Spock, any fool would have known the 
dangers of entering that kind of aind' I’ve already told you once today that I don’t want to lose both of you..." 
He swallowed hard. When he had first said that Kirk had still been aissing and he had held the illogical huaan 
reaction of hope. Now he had only the horror of reality - he aight yet lose one of thea. "I still aean it," he 
finished lamsely, knowing he had revealed too auch by his words. 

Slowly Spock got to his feet. “You said something about collecting favors earlier, Doctor.® 

McCoy frowned, Spock was refusing to accept the gravity of the situation, but now was not the tise toa argue 
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about it. "There’s an ambulance om its way. I’ve arranged to have Jia taken to a private clinic outside the city. 
They’ve got everything there that we will need, and there will be no questions asked. ° 

"Is it..." 

“Spock, it’s run by an old friend. When I explain to hia what we’re doing, he won’t question. He’s the 
original aaverick. Anything that bucks authority has his full support." He turned back to Kirk who was starting to 
aove restlessly again. “Mike’s sending some support aedication with the aabulance. | don’t dare give Jia any aore 
herrash, not the amount he obviously needs." He hesitated for a aoment. “What sick, destructive people could have 
done this, to deliberately destroy a aan in this fashion?" 

“We will probably never know," said Spock quietly. “Jia has no aesory of what happened, and I doubt if he ever 
will have. [t will remain a blank forever, Whoever held hia could hardly not have realized who he was. They are 
probably long gone from this city, possibly even from Earth itself. Escape would be siaple. No one in authority 


knows who they are looking for, who to stop. 
They were interrupted by the sound of an approaching airvan. McCoy aoved quickly to the window and looked out. 


"It’s the aabulance,"he said with relief. “Wait here, I’11 be right back." He thundered off down the stairs and a 
few seconds later Spock heard the aabulance start up again and leave. McCoy came back up the stairs two at a tiee, 
a seal] package in his hands. 

“Told you we didn’t have anything to worry about, Spock. I obviously got through to Mike even though I didn’t 
say euch, That van was sent as a decoy, just in cast anyone was following. Mike’s coming hiaself with another one 
and he’s going to make sure he’s not being followed." He put the package down. “Support drugs. At least we will 
have a fighting chance until Mike gets here!" 

It was another half hour before a nondescript van pulled up in front of the dilapidated house. By then Kirk 
was quiet, the drugs blocking the worst of the hallucinations, taking the worst edge off the craving induced by his 
withdrawal, 

A tall, burly aan with a flowing red beard cage up the stairs, a portable gurney under his are. “Sorry | was 
50 long, Len, but you sounded serious about keeping this quiet. What’s up?" His eyes fell on Kirk’s prone figure, 
then he glanced at Spock before he looked back at McCoy. 

“T’71l tell you on the way to the clinic, Mike," said McCoy. “I can’t tell you how auch I appreciate this." 

"No problea,* said Mike cheerfully. ‘I take it ay driver eade it." 

McCoy nodded. “Not a aoment too soon. We sure needed those drugs." He aoved to the bed and with Spock’s 
help, got Kirk transferred to the gurney, They took off the blanket, Spock fully expecting some comment froa 
McCoy’s friend on Kirk’s condition, but none cage. Kirk was efficiently wrapped in a soft blanket and strapped 
securely to the stretcher. 

“All right, gentlemen," said Mike. “Shall we be aff?" 

Spock and Mike carried the gurney down to the waiting van. McCoy clisbed into the back with Kirk, and Spock 
sat up front. On the way to the clinic, McCoy introduced the Vulcan and filled Mike in on what little they knew 
about what had happened. * 


The s@all suite of rooms was set out at the back of the clinic, isolated and soundproof. Here the battle for 
Kirk’s life would be fought. Kirk probably had three days of life left at aost before exhaustion would aake hie 
succuab to the tremendous demands of his body. They had three days to successfully coaplete the withdrawal, 

Somehow they had to give Kirk enough supportive therapy to keep hia going, and they were already fighting a 
losing battle. Kirk had been in withdrawal for a long tise before they had found hia - that eant hours of halluci- 
nations, violent craaping, vomiting - all of which had drained hia tremendously, maybe too auch. 

McCoy was just finishing tying the last strap of the soft harness when Spock cage in. The Vulcan had gone with 
Mike to find out the latest news from Starfleet. Mike had friends in high places and could find out things that the 
Starfleet officers in their present situation could not. 

“What’s going on, Spock?" 

"Security is still looking, Doctor, but apparently Ad@iral Nogura has convinced hiaself that Captain Kirk has 
indeed turned suicidal and taken his own life." 

"Ha!" snorted McCoy, “that shows how auch tiee he has taken to read Jia’s profile tapes. ° 

“How is he, Doctor?" asked Spock quietly. 

“Not good," said McCoy, knowing he had to be honest. “I’ve treated all these daaned ulcerated sores and started 
sonic treataents to heal the internal dagage in the auscle tissue. I’d love to get ay hands on that demented idiot 
who did this to hia...!" 

“Is that harness necessary?" asked Spock as he looked at Kirk, soft cloth wrapped around the lean body, holding 
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Kirk’s aras fira and strapping his body to the bed 

“It's for his own safety, Spock. You’ve seen how weak he 15, how bad what little coordination he has left is, 
r don’t want hia to hurt hiaself,,. * 

“shat else?" 

McCov frowned, “Well, he’s dehydrated. ‘ve set up an ‘¥, but I don’t know how lang the vein is going to hold 
cut. [’ve only been able to find two that are -nuch good, one in his foot, another on the back of his hand, fvery- 
thing else is collapsed or so badly ulcerated that I hesitate trying to shove a needle through. * 

Spock nodded slowly, his eyes taking tn the slow drip from the tubing that disappeared into Kirk’s body, 

McCoy glanced at the stockpile of drugs on the table across the rooa, “I’ve got everything I need to treat his 
except the two things I need ost,” 

"Which are?” 

"Strength and tise," McCoy said guietly. "He’re going to be fighting hallucinations, continuing dry vomiting 
and debilitating cramps and, worst of all, exhaustion. He won’t be able to sleep and nothing we can give hia will 
maxe hin slees, 4e’s going to be fighting horrors we can't even degin to imagine, and he's not going to be able to 
escape then.” 

“Perhaps [ could...° 

“Don't you dare'* retcrted McCoy, “You almost killed yourself once and what did it accomplish?" He sailed a 
little. “fm sorry, Spock, { didn’t wean to vel! at you.” He looked back at kirk. “Most husans don’t die froa the 
withdrawal, they litarally die of azhaustion, The herrash addiction can be beaten but acst don’t possess the 
Strength. You've seen the trenendcus spasms that xeep shaking Jim, almost convulsions at times. It places a 
tremendous strain on the heart, and the terror jiving in is sind doesn’t help, He’s starting out down, and that’s 
the only direction he’s going to go, It will take nothing short of a niracle to pull hia through, * 

Spock looked down at Kirk, “You are 2 doctore McCoy, You can treat his body, give it the support :t wall 
need...° 

"Gr maybe I’fl just subject Aiw to the worst af hells Sefore he dies." 

A cold ‘ear went through Spock at McCov’s words, The hunan was revealing ‘eelings Spock had been scared were 
there, Nclsy was very clase to «irk, navbe tco ciase to de adle to treat hia effectively, to stand the aaount of 
suffering that Kick was gateg to have to undergo. Had he nade a arstake? Cirmiy he shock hiaself, “He will not 
die," sald Spock guiatiy, “l zn gcitg tr wazh zag change, then { shall de S:<% to relieve you so you can run those 
tests you aentioned earlier.’ 

“Gascx,” McCoy's voice stopped the ‘uican .2 aid-tura, ‘are you sure we'-e doing the right thing?" 

Slowly Spock turned back. “Jector, «hich io vou think 4e would accept - ‘1fe as he xnows it can be, ov resain-~ 
ing the prisoner of a cheaical ‘that wil! eventualiy destrcy his. He is net z nan who gives up, but would you not 
agree that death is an accectabie altercative Sere’” After sme last glance at Xirk, Spock turned and left the rooa. 

For 3 long trae Mcl3y shsod 13 Ssiemce by the bed, then he sighed, And what :f sos have Sroken? he <hought 
"> Bins|el$. To have seen wot hecrgsh can dg, I have seer pen whe were reduced 42 less than anipals. as that 
done ta you, dia’ If scan arnd mas not deea utterly gesteaved. acli that pepory aiiaw you 42 again be the aan you 
aere’ fo wander if dace inuly recognizes the sell be has shosen fom you - tre nell | jave assented to letting you 
face dy agreeing to fring 72 here when Poon’! nenestly coaw if f can do what is tecessary 22 save you, f0 save 
your Sanity... 

He iooked at ¥irk’s aspen, yet unseeing eyes. He winced at the osccasiona: whinper that escaped Kirk’s lips, his 
chest heaving ziightiy as his body cried out for the blessed relief of the drug, relief that the support aedication 
could not fully srovide. Mcfoy s2t up another IV and started a solution of soluble orotein nutrinents, He checked 
the other iv which contained #luids and etectrolytes. it was still property adjusted, Within ainutes Spock was 
back and McCoy was on 115 way *3 finish the blood aos Mixe had started for hia earlier. 

Kirk’s screaas fiiled the small roo® and his body was soaked with sweat as he fought against the soft 
restraints. Spock pushed ¥irx’s shoulders tight!y against the bed, riding out the worst of the stora, unable to 
leave hia long enough to contact McCoy. fhe roo#’s soundproofing would not let the sounds filter past the walls. 

The fight seaned to goon forever before xirk’s violent thrashing started to lessen. Sradually Spock relaxed 
his grip as Kirk subsided, but noted uneasily that there was still a wild laok in the dull hazel eyes, eyes that had 
once been so full of sparkle and life. 

"Jia?* 3pock’s hand reached out and touched Kirk's flushed face. 

Kirk whispered and briefly fought the restraints that held hia, He tried to speak but nothing intelligible 
cage out. 
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"What is it, Jia?" asked Spock quietly. "Is there something you want?" Instinctively his hand soved to the 
entry points for the seld. There aust be some way of breaking through. 

Again only the blind whirl of need and madness eet his brief probe. Almost instantly Spock pulled free, his 
face pale from the shock of meeting such unleashed eaotion. 

"What the hell?" McCoy’s voice cage froaa great distance away. “Spock, what’s happened? You look like 
you've just seen a ghost!" He grabbed his scanner and ran it over Kirk. 

“Jim, he..." Spock swallowed hard. "He just had some sort of seizure. 1 couldn’t let go of hia long enough 
to call you." 

"Daan," muttered McCoy, “his heart is going to give out if it goes auch faster.” He grabbed his hypo and 
injected a @assive dose of tranquilizers and heart support aedication., "Hold hia still, Spock, I’ve got to get 
these IV needles reattached." 

Kirk fought Spock’s hold, fought McCoy as he tried to reinsert the needles. Tears ran down his face, aingling 
with the sweat from his long fight. 

"Spock, get hia a glass of water," said McCoy ashe securely taped the IV tube to Kirk’s leg. The Vulcan 
raised Kirk’s head and held a cup to Kirk’s tips. The husan thirstily gulped at the liquid. 

"Not too fast...'" McCoy’s warning was too late. Kirk’s stomach rebelled as the liquid entered and great 
heaves shook his body. 

Kirk finally lay exhausted, his body treabling from the additional abuse. Spock stood in frozen horror as 
McCoy finally released Kirk’s head and rolled the shaking human onto his back, 

"Well, it was a good idea while it lasted, I had hoped it might help ste sone of his craving.” He looked at 
Kirk. "I was obviously wrong, Come on, we’d better get hia cleaned up." 

They were silent while Spock held Kirk still as McCoy washed him. They both knew that Kirk was slipping 
although neither was willing to voice it. After Kirk was clean, McCoy started dressing the stubborn ulcerated sores 
that so far didn’t seem to be responding to the aedication. 

"I’ve finished the lab tests," he said as he worked. “Jia has hepatitis." He glanced up at Spock. “He got it 
from repeated injections with a contaainated needle." 

"A contaminated needle? J don’t understand...* 

McCoy shook his head in disgust. ‘“He’s had herrash injected by a needle and syringe. Undoubtedly that’s how 
all these ulcerated sores occurred. Herrash destroys euscle tissue if it <:es in direct contact with it. An air 
pressure hypo would never cause that contact, a needle and syringe would. [ thought those barbaric things were 
obsolete years ago, but it's obvious that someone still uses one," He fin:z-2d one side and with Spock’s help they 
rolled Xirk over in a tangle of dressings and IV tubes, "He’s very sics, Spock, and he’s going to get a lot 
WOrSR.e.” 

"But he will live," Spock’s words were half statement, half question. 

"How Ruch can he stand?* said KcCoy, his voice threatening to break. “His aind can’t support hia. He doesn’t 
know where he is, he doesn’t know we’re here. All he knows is that he is oo longer getting herrash..." McCoy 
roughly brushed his hand across his wet eyes, then went back to changing the dressings. 

"How will the hepatitis affect hia?® 

McCoy took a deep breath. “In this condition? Debilitating weakness, cossible liver damage, probably 
jaundice. It’s a tough strain, one that 1 haven’t seen for years, not since I worked in the free clinic back in 
Atlanta when I first started practicing. The old skid row buas would have it...and aost of thea died.” 

"Surely there is a treatment for it," said Spock, unable to keep the worry out of his voice, 

"Sure there is," said McCoy bitterly, "the same way as there is support aedication for herrash addiction, heart 
support medication, tranquilizers for his seizures..." 

"Then { don’t understand the problea," said Spock sharply. McCoy wasn’t making any sense, and he was obviously 
badly shaken by Kirk’s seizure. 

McCoy looked at hia wearily, "Have you ever heard the tera ’contraindicated’?" The Vulcan nodded, “Well,* 
continued McCoy, “what Jim has come up with is a set of syaptoms and complications where the normal medications 
working together would be certain to kill hia. You can’t use thea together, not the sast effective ones, We can’t 
cure anything, Spock! All we can hope to do is to keep hia comfortable enough to die with some dignity...'* 

"McCoy!* Spock’s voice was even sharper. 

McCoy shook his head. ‘l’a sorry, [ didn’t aean it. It’s just that put down on paper, it looks so hopeless..." 

"You cannot capture Jia’s courage on paper, Doctor,* said Spock quietly. “Why don’t you try to get some sleep. 
Y will stay with hia." 

"You’11 call ae if anything happens?* 
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Spock nodded. ‘Do not worry, you have written down every possible complication and what to do.” 
"All right, I guess I’# not auch use to anyone in this condition anyway. I’1l just take a quick nap." 


McCoy slept for sixteen hours. He slept through the alost constant seizures that gripped Kirk. Spock made no 
effort to contact the sleeping huaan. He knew that McCoy was close to breaking, finding it almost impossible to 
divorce his feelings for Kirk from the cold demeanor that was necessary to successfully ignore the tremendous agony 
Kirk was undergoing. The less he saw, the better. The less he was around Kirk when he was out of control, the 
longer he would effectively be able to treat hie. McCoy had said that Kirk had less than three days to live - Spock 
strongly suspected that McCoy had less tise than that to be able to do his job effectively. 

Spock held Kirk down as best he could during the aost violent parts of the seizures. He replaced the IV needles 
that Kirk kept tearing from his aras and legs. He injected gore tranquilizers as they becase necessary and carefully 
aonitored Kirk’s vital signs, using support aedication for both Kirk’s heart and the herrash withdrawal when the 
aonitors indicated that they were needed. He changed the IV bags as they eaptied and kept a careful check on the 
dressings that covered the large part of Kirk’s aras and legs. 

Never once during those hours did Kirk relax, never once did he have gore than a brief respite from the 
terrible raging needs of his body. But in those few precious aoments of peace, those few sinutes when he could 
relax, Spock had to endure the look in Kirk’s eyes - the open, naked pleading. When he fought there was only fury 
and condeanation spurred on by the desperation of his need for the drug, but in those peaceful aoments there was 
only confusion and betrayal and it was tearing at Spock’s soul to see it. 

Kirk had started his last seizure totally exhausted and was alaost unconscious when McCoy finally aade an 
appearance, unnoticed by Spock. 

"One shot,* he heard Kirk say in an exhausted, cracking voice. "God, don’t do this to ae!" His voice broke 
into a cry aS he wrenched against the harness that was now thoroughly soaked with his own Sweat. Spock grabbed 
Kirk’s shoulders and held hie fire against the bed. As McCoy aoved to the side of the bed, Kirk was sobbing in 
desperation, pleading in a broken voice for the herrash, for an end to the suffering he could no longer endure. 

Spock glanced up at McCoy as the doctor ran the tricorder. "How long was ! asleep?" 

"Sixteen hours.” 

"You had no right to treat hia, Spock. 1’ the doctor." 

"There was nothing to be accoaplished by waking you. I have recorded what [ did, and his reactions..." He 
broke off as Kirk’s struggles increased. 

"How long has he been having seizures?" 

“Alaost since the tiae you left. Most of thea die down after a short while. Hehas a few ainutes rest before 
they start up again.‘ 

"A few ainutes'* McCoy heard his voice rise in anger and clasped his aouth shut. Suddenly he knew why Spock 
had not called hia. How long would he have allowed this to go on? He looked at the chart, trying to get his 
thoughts organized. "Has he been lucid for long?" he finally asked. 

"Lucid?" 

"Talking. Making sense." 

Spock frowned. "{’a not sure. Off and on for gost of the tise. But I don’t think he knows what is going on. 
His aind is focused solely on his own needs, his suffering. ! have tried to explain to hia what is happening but he 
doesn’t appear to understand. ° 

“What about the aeld, and what’s this Sadag he keeps sentioning?® 

Spock looked at hia sharply but didn’t bother to deny that he had tried again. “Nothing," he said with 
finality, cutting off any sore questions about either subject. 

A sudden screaa was torn from Kirk’s throat and he ripped loose from Spock’s grip, sending the Vulcan sprawling 
backwards onto the floor. McCoy tried to inject sore tranquilizers but couldn’t connect with Kirk’s thrashing body. 
Spock finally sprawled across Kirk to hold hia so McCoy could keep the hypo held still long enough to give the 
injection. He stayed in that position until Kirk finally subsided again and McCoy had tiae to reconnect the IV 
needles yet again. 

"His aind is going to give in soon," said McCoy, not looking at Spock. ‘"He’s not going to be able to take auch 
aore." 

“de is still fighting. He will survive..." 

Spock was startled by McCoy’s hand twisting hia around, “Blast you! Last week | adaitted to ayself that you 
had finally let yourself feel, but you don’t feel anything! Because of your selfishness, you are causing a an you 
claia to love to suffer ore than any aan should ever be asked to do. Because of your selfishness! | never would 
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have believed it of you, Spock, but what you are doing to Kirk now gakes ae sick!" 

"You are a willing part of it, Doctor.‘ 

"Like hell I aa!" retorted McCoy. He turned and stormed out of the roos. 

Spock Slowly straightened his tunic as he looked down at Kirk. Was he being selfish? Was he @aking Kirk fight 
a battle that he shouldn’t be asked to fight? Was he aking the huaan suffer so that he could live with a clear 
conscience? No, the fight was for Kirk who could no longer ake the decision to fight. It was for Kirk’s life, not 


for his own. * 


As the hours passed, Kirk slipped noticeably. He was too tired to keep fighting and too desperate not to. His 
seizures were growing ever gore violent, and it was taking aost of Spock’s strength to hold hia, to prevent his froe 
tearing loose. Occasionally Spock would try to reason with his, even though it was useless. Kirk never appeared to 


understand anything he said, only cried out for what he needed. 
McCoy was becoming an increasing liability. He was at the breaking point, exhaustion and personal involvement 


threatening to interfere with his aedical competence. Spock had stopped calling hia when Kirk had a relapse. If 
McCoy was there, Spock would defer treatment to hia, otherwise he coped with Kirk’s struggles by himself, holding 
hia until exhaustion overcage the hugan and he would lie quiet for a short tise. 

Never once did Kirk sleep, the withdrawal would not allow the exhausted body to yield. He cried and pleaded 
with Spock and McCoy for relief, no longer able to think of anything except the peace the herrash would bring. 

They were side by side when the latest seizure struck. Together they fought with Kirk, then McCoy reached out 
for the hypo. ‘I’ giving hia herrash," he said firaly. "I won’t let this keep happening. Spock, his gind has 
been destroyed by that drug. The spark that aade hie Jases Kirk is gone. ‘There’s nothing left to reach. He’s only 
an eapty shell, there’s only want and need with no aind left to understand why. Adait it, he’s lost and he’s 
dyingse.” 

Spock s@ashed the hypo frog McCoy’s hand. “No! 

McCoy looked back at Spock, fury infusing his face. “Spock, face it, he’s being destroyed. His aind probably 
is already destroyed, What sense is there in making hia undergo any sore of this torture? He’d be better off with 
controlled doses and letting hia die without having undergo any aore agony..." 

"He survived untreated withdrawal long enough to let us find hia..." Spock’s voice broke as he reseabered the 
terrible sight of Kirk lying helpless in the dark, stinking closet. 

"Spock...° 

"T said no!" 

“Daan it, he’s a human being. There’s only so auch that he can take, and | can stand to watch! Maybe as a 
Vulcan you can control that steel trap sind and deny his suffering, but I can’t...!* 

"Get out!" 

“What... ?" 

Spock let go of Kirk’s thrashing body and grabbed McCoy, flinging hia bodily out of the roos, locking the door 
behind hia. 

"Spock!" McCoy hagmered on the door. “Daan you, let ae in'* His banging was alaost drowned out by Kirk’s 
screaas. Spock didn’t have tise to deal with both, and right mow Kirk was sore isportant. He would face McCoy 


later. 
* 


Kirk was finally quiet. He lay breathing heavily, his hair plastered against his face, alaost comatose fros 
exhaustion. Spock unlocked the door, not surprised to see McCoy sitting in the corridor outside. 

"It is over, Doctor, he said quietly. He turned back into the room and walked over to Kirk, putting his hand 
on the harnessed ara. “Jia, listen to ae. You are safe now. McCoy and! are both here. Soseone has addicted you 
to herrash and we are trying to break that addiction. Jia, do you understand?" He had tried those sage words a 
hundred tises, hoping that sosehow Kirk would hear and understand hia, yet knowing each tie he said it that it 
wasn’t happening. 

As before, only a brief struggle eet his touch. But this tise the struggle was very weak. Kirk had absolutely 
nothing left to fight with. He had come to the end of his strength - the end of his fight. Sighing slightly, Spock 
got some hot water, then unstrapped Kirk and took off the harness. He needed to be washed, the sores treated and 
gore IV’s started, Spock was getting some soap on the cloth when he heard a sickened gasp from. McCoy. 

He turned and froze. Kirk was no longer on the bed, but had somehow found the strength to huap hiaself onto 
the floor. Kirk’s hand groped upwards. ‘I obey...order," he gasped. ‘J...beg...crawl...please, give...shot...will 
do,..what...you want..." ° 
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In speechless horror, Spock and McCoy watched as Kirk went through the ritual he had been forced to perfore 
each tie Tandy played with hia, sometiaes rewarding hia with the drug, other tiaes forcing hia screaming in terror 
back to the closet to fight the terrible cravings of withdrawal in his black hole. Kirk might be beaten by the drug 
but he still had enough will to try one aore tie. Spock felt the bile rising in his throat at the terrible degrada- 
tion. It was not a @an who was groveling at his feet, it was a beaten, broken aniaal. 

With a wounded denial, Spock fell to his knees, gathering Kirk into his arms, Seall, pleading cries net 
Spock’s action, whiapers forced fro a body that was desperately craving what it was being denied, and being denied 
for a reason it could not understand. He had done everything he was supposed to. What else did they want? 

"Spock, you can’t let hia go on like this'* Spock looked up to see McCoy standing in the doorway, his face 
deathly white from shock. “Would he have done that if he had not broken? Could you conceive of any aan, auch less 
James Kirk, doing something like that if his ind had any control of his body? Spock, the support drugs aren’t 
working, Let ae give hia soae herrash and stop this torture’ 

"No, Doctor,’ said Spock quietly as he lifted Kirk back onto the bed. ‘He’s cose this far. He goes all the 
way.’ 

"Dan you, Spock!’ snapped McCoy, “you can see what sort of hell he is being subjected to. What further hell 
are you going to aake hia undergo before he dies?® 

"He will not die,® said Spock as he began to wash Kirk. He glanced up at McCoy. “I would appreciate your help, 
Doctor," he said quietly. 

With suflen anger, McCoy aoved forward and helped Spock wash the exhausted aan, change the soiled dressings and 
re-establish the IV tubes, Then he ran a scanner over Kirk, his eyes finally meeting Spock’s. “Do I need to say 
it?" he asked quietly. 

"No," said Spock. He knew the scanner showed that Kirk was dying. 

"Well, I’l1 say it anyway..." 

"Doctor, that is enough!’ 

For a soment they stood glaring at each other, then McCoy’s eyes dropped. ‘“I’a sorry, Spock, I know what 
you’re going through. It’s just so unnecessary..." 

“Doctor,* interrupted Spock, “I should like to be alone with the captain for a short tiae.° 

McCoy’s eyes darted to Spock’s face. ‘You’re not planning on doing anything foolish?* 

Spock smiled slightly. “I appreciate your concern, Doctor, but rest sssured ay mental state is aore settled 
than yours. No, I a@ not planning on doing anything foolish. J just wish ‘o be alone.” For a moment Spock hesitat- 
ed as though he was going to say sosething more, then obviously changed his a:nd. 

"All right," said McCoy reluctantly, “but if you run into trouble, let out a holler.® 

"I shall do that," replied Spock. For a moment they stood looking at each other, then McCoy turned and left. 


Again Spock entered the aad blackness of Kirk’s aind. It was the last aeld he would attempt. If this didn’t 
work, he would let McCoy have his way and Kirk would be given controlled doses of herrash, carefully son:tored and 
regulated until death decided to free hia. He would not be forced to go through any aore suffering. 

This tiae Spock met no resistance to his probe. Kirk’s exhaustion would not perait hia the luxury of 
resistance. Spock quickly passed through Kirk’s subconscious and went straight into the depths of his aadness. 

He paused for a minute, his mind having a difficult tie trying to absorb the whirling confusion and needs of 
Kirk’s tortured aind. 

For some reason, the words of the song returned to Spock, the soulful cry of someone centuries earlier, crying 
out as he cried out now. And, in a dark corner of Kirk’s madness, a tiny light appeared - a tiny thought foreed and 
Slowly grew to stand as a syabol. 

A rose... 

Cautiously Spock’s thoughts reached toward it. He did nothing to call Kirk. He thought only of the song and 
its pleading words. Gradually the igage of the rose stood clezr, a solitary, fragile beacon in the aidst of raging 
aadness. 

Spock stayed just long enough to assure himself of one other thing, then quietly began to withdraw. It was all 
he dared do. If he stayed in Kirk’s ind any longer, he would be pulled forever into his @adness. He hoped he had 
given Kirk enough to hold onto, He had given hie a meaory - a want and a need. Spock hoped it would prove stronger 
than the chea@icals,;that controlled Kirk’s body now, 

et 

The room was dark when McCoy returned. For a aoment he felt panic surface. He knew that Kirk was close to 

total insanity, and that insanity could have overpowered Spock. Kirk was an expert at dirty gutter fighting and his 


67 


Nearness to insanity would #ake hia that auch sore dangerous. 

McCoy flipped on the light and stood in silence for a aoment. Kirk lay unoving on the bed, Spock sitting in a 
chair by his side, his fingers steepled in front of hia. He glanced up as McCoy cae in, 

"He is stronger, Doctor. * 

McCoy looked at the scanner readout. There was no doubt that what Spock said was true. Kirk was still in 
withdrawal, but he was not nearly so close to death. 

McCoy carefully gave Kirk a saall sip of water and tensely waited for a reaction. None case. He sponged Kirk’s 
Kirk’s face and then his body. “We need clean sheets, Spock," he said, "these are a aess.” Efficiently they changed 
the bed, the whole time McCoy acutely aware that flickers of intelligence were showing in Kirk’s eyes, even though 
he did not speak. 

McCoy took off the harness. For a asoment Kirk tensed, obviously fighting soae deep, inner drive. In horror 
McCoy realized what it was that Kirk was fighting. His eyes flew to Spock’s face and found the dark eyes locked on 
his. Neither of thea could say anything, and both knew they would not be able to bear the sight if Kirk repeated 
his earlier act of begging. 

In desperation, Kirk clutched onto the sheet. His seacries of the last few days were a blank, but he did 
_ reneaber how he had been taught to beg and he reneabered the relief as his willing body had dragged his screaaing 
aind toward something horrible, although he couldn’t reaeaber what it was. It was the relief he reaeabered ncst. 

Kirk’s @overent broke Spock’s frozen stance, and he reached forward, his hands covering Kirk’s whitened 
fingers. "Hold on, Jia,” he said softly as Kirk started to pull away. 

Kirk looked up at hia, then at the lean, ware hands that covered his own cold, treabling ones, He opened his 
mouth. "Please...he...help...” 

Spock’s hands closed harder as he feit Kirk’s grip loosen. "No, Jim, don’t!" Kirk pulled away fro@ hia and 
crawled to the edge of the bed. McCoy caught hia as he slipped oft and pulled hia to his feet, his aras going 
tightly around Kirk’s shaking body. 

"Jia, listen to ae. Somehow someone aanaged to addict you to herrash. That’s what’s driving you, but you’re 
winning. Don’t crawl! Don’t get yourself into a position where you can’t stand to live with yourself! Please'* 

A wounded cry escaped Kirk and he pulled away froa McCoy, slowly falling to his knees, his hands grabbing, 
pleading. McCoy looked helplessly at Spock. Kirk was losing the battle. whatever had brought hia this far was 
being overpowered by his far greater need for the drug. 

Taaediately Spock was around the bed and on the floor beside Kirk. 4e grabbed Kirk’s shoulders. "Think, Jia, 
the rose. Hold onto that iaage' Reseacer the glow - the hope? Jia ~ think’ Reach into your aind!” 

Gradually Kirk stopped shaking. His eyes cleared slighly. "Rose?" he said softiy. He looked at Spock. For a 
long tise their eyes held, then Kirk reached up and touched the Vulcan’s face. “Spock?” It was the first oment of 
recognition, the first evidence that his brain was not utterly destroyed 

"Yes, Jia," said Spock, wondering in the back of his ind how he was managing to remain so cal. "Coae, you 
cannot remain on the floor." Carefully he got up, lifting Kirk with hia and heloing his down onto the bed. “Doctor, 
I would suggest treating hia now. He should remain cals for a while." 

Kirk lay quiet under McCoy’s ministering hands, although McCoy wasn’t being quite as successful in controliing 
his tears. When they had finished, Spock and &cCoy eased the soft harness dack on, They stayed with hia for a 
while, but Kirk continued to reaain cala. 

Finally McCoy looked at Spock. “How long has it been since you’ve eaten anything?" 

Spock shrugged. He didn’t know and he didn’t care. 

"There’s some food in the next room, | think it’s about tie you ate something before you fall flat on your 
face. As a matter of fact, I'll join veu. We can keep an eve on hia froa out there. 

Suddenly Spock realized that he was starving. ‘“!’ll get things ready,” he offered. 

Ten ainutes later McCoy caa@e out and sprawled into a chair, “There’s been no further slipping,” he said in 
response to Spock’s unasked question. "l1 was able to finally run some siaple brain scans. By soae miracle his 
brain does not appear to be daaaged.' 

“The hepatitis?" 

McCoy shook his head slowly. ‘lt’s get a good hold, but it’s no worse. However, there are preliminary signs 
of jaundice, some yellowish staining of his eyes. He’s not out of the woods yet." He glanced up at Spock. “I 
don’t know what you did to reach his. Oh, don’t try to deny it. 1 can see your handiwork ‘tm all of this. | would 
have lost hia this afternoon,” he continued quietly, “probably for good, Thank God you were there..." 

"No, Doctor," said Spock quietly, "someone a few centuries ago knew what Jia was going through. That person 
touched his aind, not ae." ; 
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McCoy looked at hia curiously but the guarded look in Spock’s eyes told McCoy that the Vulcan was not about to 
explain further. “Well, I suppose you would defend that as a logical stateaent,* said McCoy, “but I doubt if you'd 
ever find a believer." He pushed his fork into a pile of smashed potatoes. ‘However, | am worried about his 
continued desperate craving for the herrash, Spock, and he’s plainly terrified. He’s still got a treaendous uphill 
struggle in front of hia.° 

“He will win, Doctor.® 

McCoy glanced at hia. “You can’t win someone else’s dight, Spock, not even with your willpower. If that was 
anyone else lying in there, I would disagree with you...actually, I’a inclined to disagree with you anyway. You 
were gone a long tiae - aaybe too long, He’s not a Vulcan," 

"Indeed not, Doctor,’ replied Spock, “but he is Jases Kirk." 

McCoy fell silent. There was no use going through the arquaent again. He knew he wouldn’t win and he knew 
that Spock would never accept anything he said anyway. 

After dinner, Spock left to sit with Kirk. Kirk was awake but withdrawn, showing no sign that he knew Spock 
was there. Spock felt his anger rise as he watched the even rise and fall of Kirk’s chest. Why had he been 
subjected to this? What had happened to hia? Spock knew from the aeld that Kirk had no meaory of what had happened, 
nor ever would have. It would remain a blank part of his life if he should indeed live. 

A restless stirring brought Spock out of his daydreaa. Instantly he was at Kirk’s side. Kirk’s seal] cries 
tore into Spock, the sounds of a wounded aniaal begging for mercy, the cries of Kirk’s addiction. The sounds 
brought McCoy running. 

Together they desperately tried to avaert another seizure, tried and failed. Kirk started to fight with aore 
strength and the two of thea had their hands full holding hia as still as they could. 

Finally Kirk looked at Spock. ‘“Why?" The word was a gasp frog a tortured body. 

"Jia," said Spock levelly, his stomach banging against his throat as he realized how badly Kirk was slipping. 
"You've got to win. You cannot give in to domination by a chemical. You cannot destroy your life...* 

"Please, give ne.,.'" A scream followed close on his words, Spock grabbed his shoulders and again held Kirk 
firmly against the bed, The healing aeld had obviously been destroyed by the drug’s aore powerful hold. 

Finally the seizure subsided. Kirk had fought Spock every inch of the way, just as he had before the aeld., 
Spock sagged back, suddenly wondering how auch sore he could take, the first time such a thought had ever entered 
his aind. 

Kirk’s haunted, pleading eyes held his for a long tiae, then he drew a shuddering breath, "No...n0 sore. 
Please... let se...die!" 

"Jia, you can’t give up!* 

Kirk did not answer. His eyes gradually grew unfocused. He did not appear to have heard Spock’s anguished 
cry. He was withdrawing for the final tise, preparing hiaself to aeet the death he was finally ready to accept. 

Spock suddenly knew he had to get out, get away from the tortured aan. He roughly pushed past McCoy who was 
standing in the doorway, and practically ran to the door that led to the seall yard surrounding the clinic. His 
sind was a whirl of confusion. Had he been wrong to reach out for Kirk’s consciousness, for that spark that aade 
Kirk the person he was? Now Kirk’s aind clearly felt the agony and obviously recognized that he was dying. Would 
it have been kinder to have left Kirk in the twilight of nothingness? Should he havae interfered? He paced in the 
dark night, his ragged emotions threatening to rip open and pull hia apart. 

McCoy started to follow Spock, then thought better of it. It was tie to follow his own instincts, to stop 
being swayed by the deteraination of cold logic. He knew herrash addiction and he knew Kirk’s strength, but the 
drug was stronger. It was nothing short of a wiracle that Kirk’s eind had not already been destroyed, but otherwise 
the drug was following classic lines. There had only been the one, brief sign that the agony of withdrawal was 
easing. 

He stopped in the doorway and looked at Kirk, and again in his aind he saw the gruesome spectacle of Kirk 
groveling on the floor, begging for the drug that would destroy his life, willing to do anything for its relief. 
Jases 1. Kirk, Adairal, Starfleet Comaand. James T. Kirk, Captain, U.S.S, fnterprise, James T. Kirk, addict. 
Just when Kirk’s life had been given back to hia - all their lives - this had to happen. Kirk had fought successful 
battles all his life, often against overwhelaing odds, but he couldn’t fight this - no human could, Slowly, sadly, 
McCoy took the hypo out of his aedikit. Kirk would eventually die, but at least he would be able todie with 


dignity. ; 


His eind was finally blessedly dark, no wild images filling it as they had been, causing helpless terror and 
despair. Again he saw the soft light and focused on that as it slowly grew closer. The ieage was fuzzy, indistinct, 
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and settled slowly into a pattern. A fragile flower grew in his @ind, its petals reaching out to an unseen light. 
Kirk soved restlessly on the bed. He wanted to find the source of that light but he was being held down, forced 
anay, 

"No," he auttered, "please, ! aust...can’t go...n0...:° 

McCoy hesitated by the side of the bed, What horrors was Kirk seeing now? The hazel eyes were open but 
utterly blank, the dark rings of suffering looking like black saudges on the pale face. What was Kirk feeling? The 
hypo lay heavily in McCoy’s hand, its drug ready to relieve agony that had been prolonged far too long. 

Kirk gradually relaxed. The light seaed to be getting stronger now. Fhe rose enfolded hia in the softness of 
its petals, sheltering hia, the thorns protecting hia from further torture. The light grew brighter and the white- 
hot blaze gradually took on shape and fora until there was no aistaking the features. 

"Spock!" 

Far out in the yard, Spock’s aind heard Kirk’s cry. With no hesitation he ran for the clinic. He had no idea 
why Kirk had called out for hia, he only knew he was needed, 

As Kirk cried out, McCoy dropped the hypo he had just pressed against Kirk’s ara. Before he could retrieve it, 
Spock burst into the rooa. 

"What are you doing?" he demanded harshly, catching McCoy’s wrist before he could reach for the hypo. 

"what I should have done hours ago'" said McCoy fiercely. “I won’t put hia through this any longer. Do you 
think [ haven’t heard his screaas, his pleas? Spock, he’s dying, and he’s got to be allowed to die with dignity!® 

But Spock was no longer paying any attention to what McCoy was saying. He dropped McCoy’s wrist and aoved 
slowly to the bed. 

Kirk was lying on his back, his sweat damp hair plastered to his face, the deep lines of suffering still 
clearly etched. But his eyes were closed, the long lashes lying unaoving on the flushed cheeks. His chest was 
rising and falling in the peaceful sovement of deep sleep. 

"Doctor...?" 

McCoy grabbed his scanner and stared aleost uncoaprehendingly at the readout. Finally he handed it to Spock, 
his hand treabling. 

Spock looked at the scanner and, for a brief soeent, closed his eyes. The withdrawal was complete. Kirk had 
survived it. Somehow he had won. 

McCoy bent down to retrieve the hypo, tears filling his eyes and a cold fear clutching his heart. He had been 
so close to giving Kirk the shot - so close to addicting hia forever to the herrash’s uncoaprosising hold. Only 
Spock’s blind faith had stopped hia from trying to do it before then, and only God knew what had prevented hia froe 


doing it now. 
* 


From the aoment McCoy contacted the aedical coaplex at Fleet Headquarters, Starfleet was in an uproar. Adairal 
Q’Connor had everything ready that McCoy had asked for when Mike’s dilapidated airvan drew up to the emergency 
entrance. 

Nogura was there to aeet thea, the wrath of his office surrounding hia like a mantle, but McCoy cut right 
through hia. "This is ay patient, Adgiral, and at the soment he is a very sick aan. I will not have any of your 
heavy footed infantry crashing around ae or ay Sickbay'" 

"Your Sickbay?" spluttered Nogura. 

"Yes, sir. And it is iaperative to Kirk’s recovery that Commander Spock be with hia at all time. I will let 
you know when he is strong enough to talk to you." 

"But you’re A.W.0.L.,.you’re...'" But there was no one left to listen to Nogura’s raging. The stretcher 
carrying Kirk was thundering down the hallway on its way to the intensive care unit, Spock and McCoy running along 
side. Mike loaded the eapty stretcher back into his van, laughing at the ludicrous sight of the Comaanding Adairal 
standing on the sidewalk yelling at thin air. Giving him a cocky salute, he got in the van and drove off. 

McCoy set up a battery of tests now that he had all the advanced equipment he needed. He knew that Nogura was 
out for blood and he’d better be prepared with every test in the book to back hiaself up. Kirk’s life and career 
were still hanging in the balance. 

Q’Connor had rounded up every expert that Starfleet had, and Kirk was given the best possible treateent. An 
entire teaa worked nonstop to find a combination of drugs that wouldn’t kill Kirk while he was recovering froa all 
the coaplications caused by the addiction. Within days he was stable, his blood count and bodily functions 
gradually returning to noreal. 

Kirk’s sleep was so deep as to be alost comatose. At first McCoy had been worried, but the specialist had 
assured hia that it was a natural healing process, : 
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Kirk slept for alaost a Solid week. Occasionally he would wake up for brief periods, groggy and disoriented, 
his body still terribly weak from the ordeal it had undergone, but within minutes he would be asleep again, a deep 
healing sleep. 

During this time Spock never left Kirk’s side. He would help McCoy treat the now healing sores on Kirk’s aras 
and legs. He would tell the nurses when the IV’s needed to be changed. He kept careful records of anything Kirk 
said or did during those brief periods when he was awake. 

Ten days after Kirk arrived at the sedical complex, they sanaged to arrest the hepatitis. After three weeks 
all tests showed that there was no sign of any drug dependence, no sensitivity to herrash derivatives, nor any 
dependence on the pure drug itself. Kirk’s waking periods were growing longer and amore lucid. It was tiae for 
McCoy to face Nogura, 

"IT will come with you, Doctor." 

"No, Spock, I’d rather you stayed here with Jim. If he wakes up, he’l] need you. Don’t worry, I won’t do 
anything to upset the adairal." 

"I would imagine your presence will be enough to do that," said Spock with the ghost of a smile. "I wish you 
luck.* 

McCoy nodded. “I have the feeling our future in Starfleet might depend on this, I accept your wishes." 

Nogura kept McCoy waiting butif he was using it as a tactic to upset McCoy, it didn’t work, nor did any of his 
angry tirades. McCoy simply handed hia ali the test results and reports, and answered all Nogura’s questions with 
the cala competence of his experience and position. In medical aatters, McCoy did not cow easily. 


Spock did not notice when Kirk had awakened. when he looked up, the hazel eyes were resting on hia, eyes which 
now held the flame of life and not just the feeble flicker that had been present earlier. 

"Welcome back, Jia," he said quietly. 

"Us." Kirk looked around. ‘Where aa 1?" 

"Medical complex, Fleet Headquarters." 

Kirk lay silent for a moment. “Funny place to be. Did something happen?® 

Spock stood up. "You were very sick for awhile, but you’re fine now, When you are feeling stronger we can 
discuss it more thoroughly." He hesitated, but McCoy had told hia to ask. “How do you feel?" 

Kirk thought about it for a aoment. "Pretty awful," he conceded. He glanced at the IV hook-ups that were 
attached to his ara and jeq. "Looks like I must have lost ay appetite." He looked down. “My aras don’t look too 
good either.* He was silent for a aoaent, then he looked at the Vulcan. "Spock, aa I yellow or is it the light?" 

Spock almost smiled as the questions came tumbling out. Kirk was definitely on the aend. "I would suggest 
keeping your questions for your doctor. He knows ore than I do." 

"McCoy?* 

Spock nodded. 

"Where is he?" 

"With Ad@iral Nogura, waging what I suspect could turn out to be the battle of the century.” 

Kirk looked confused. “What has Nogura got to do with anything?® 

"Jia, 171] explain everything later, but you need to rest. Please believe ae when I say there is nothing to 
worry about." 

"Okay,* said Kirk dubiously, He settled back into the pillows and was silent for a long tiae. Spock thought 
he had drifted off to sleep when suddenly he spoke. "Spock, how did you know about the rose?" His eyes opened. It 
was obvious he reseabered soaething of the past days. He knew who had put the syabol of hope in his aind. 

"Dr. McCoy waS watching the viewtape the night you went out to dinner with Admiral Nogura. { watched the end 
of it," 

For a while Kirk was silent. "Did it make sense to you?" he asked finally, 

Spock nodded. “Yes, it made sense." Their eyes met in quiet understanding but McCoy walked in before either 
one of them could say anything sore. 

"I did it, Spock! Hot daan, I got hia on every point! We’re still in Starfleet!" 


Nogura didn’t give up without a fight, but he had picked on three men who refused to yield. 

Eventually McCoy decided that Kirk was strong enough to go through one of Nogura’s grilling sessions, but the 
admiral came away empty handed. He had gone into Kirk’s room deterained to discover exactly what had happened to 
hia, and he had failed. Froa the time Kirk had walked outof the Officer’s Club at Fleet Headquarters to the tiae he 
had finally woken up in the intensive care unit at the base hospital was a complete blank. All: tests Showed a total 
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aeaory loss, Kirk siaply had no idea where he had been or what had happened to hia. 

As Nogura got up to leave, Spock silently stepped forward. “May I speak with you a moment, sir?" he asked 
quietly, fully aware of McCoy’s puzzled gaze but not taking his eyes from the Coamanding Adairal. 

For a aowent Nogura returned his look, then nodded abruptly. "Very well, Commander, come with ee." 

Once they were in Nogura’s office, the adairal gestured Spock to a chair while he sat on the corner of his 
desk. 

*well?® 

"Sir, | ag aware of what you were atteapting to discover when you were talking to Captain Kirk...“ 

"Adairal Kirk, Commander Spock." 

A faint seile touched Spock’s lips as the meaning of Nogura’s words sank home. ‘Yes, sir, Admiral Kirk." He 
paused for a aoment, then continued. "I had occasion to achieve a aind weld with Adairal Kirk several tiaes during 
his withdrawal from the herrash...* He felt Nogura’s eyes boring into hia. "Adgiral, have you ever heard of an 
organization called Sadag?" 

For a @opent Nogura looked blank, then recognition dawned in his eyes. "That’s some insignificant renegade 
outfit, isn’t it? Occasionally pirate old freighters, that sort of thing?® 

"Yes, sir," replied Spock. “It was they who abducted Kirk.® 

Nogura looked at hia in bewilderment. “What earthly reason would they have for doing something as stupid as 
that?" 

"Unknown, sir. Quite likely they didn’t realize who it was they had when they first took hia, but you can rest 
assured that as soon as they knew they got out of there in ahurry. If they were indeed based on Earth they are no 
longer." 

"No," agreed Nogura, ‘they wouldn’t risk being caught anywhere in this sector." He sat susing while Spock 
slowly got to his feet. 

"Admiral," he said softly, “during the last aeld | had with Kirk, the madness was abating and I took the 
opportunity to check. There was no breakdown of command training. There was no evidence that there had ever been 
any atteapt to force information, and none that any had been given.° 

"And you expect ae to believe that?" 

"No, sir," Said Spock. “However, I believe his psyche tests will show no breakdown. I highly doubt if he was 
taken for any knowledge he possessed, I think it was just one large, alsost high cost error which will never be 
repeated," 

"We shall see, Commander,’ said Nogura abruptly. "If his psyche tests don’t coincide exactly with the previous 
ones done on hia, he is out, do you understand ae? If he has broken in any way, he is grounded for good!" 

Spock nodded. ‘He did not break, sir." Noddind ole Spock turned and left. 


McCoy made sure that Nogura was present at all of Kirk’s psychological testing. This was not a @an grown so 
weak that he wanted to die. Kirk had won a battle with herrash addiction. No aan with any fore of self-destructive 
tendencies would have been able to do it. Exhaustive psyche tests confirmed Spock’s statement. There was no break- 
down of command training. For all the hell he had been through, Kirk had stood up to Nogura again and shown hia the 
man he was. Nogura finally admitted defeat and let Kirk resuae coamand of the Enterprise, the ship he had almost 
taken away frog hia again. He finally admitted that he was never going to win his arguaent with Kirk, he aight as 
well let hia go. * 


Finally the day came when Kirk was released froa the hospital and allowed to go home, accompanied by a hovering 
McCoy. Spock had had to chair a debate at one of the science seainars and was unable to seet thea at the hospital. 
McCoy was overjoyed at the normality of the man at his side. Kirk had been so desperately sick, so close to total 
destruction that it was hard to believe that he could once again be whole. 

Laughing off McCoy’s mothering, Kirk escaped to his room pleading the need of a hot bath and a change of 
clothes. He shut his bedrooa door firmly behind hia, half afraid that McCoy would follow hia in. From the talks he 
had had with McCoy, he knew the doctor still felt guilt at almost readdicting hia to herrash and that was one of the 
reasons he was hovering so closely. He put his suitcase down on the floor and looked around, savoring its 
familiarity. 

Walking across the rooa, he pulled the curtains open and the sunlight streased across the bed, outlining a 
single rose that lay on the pillow. Slowly he walked to the bed and picked it up, along with a tape which lay 
beside it. He put the tape in the player and turned it on. 

Familiar words filled the rooa as he sat on the bed, the toraented words he knew so well now taking on a new 
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aeaning, a new hope. : : 
He was still sitting there when a quiet knock sounded on the door and Spock entered. He saw Kirk with the 


flower in his hand, the words of the song softly filling the air. He shut the door quietly behind hia. 
Their eyes aet for a aoment, then Kirk jooked down at the rose. "ls this a coamitaent, Spock?" he asked. 


"If you like." ; Jace 
Kirk looked up, then slowly got to his ¢eet. “Love is truly a hunger, It can and will tear you apart if it is 


allowed to.° 
"Then we aust never allow it.’ 
Kirk stood looking at the Vulcan. ‘How far, Spock? How auch do we give?* 


Spock’s eyes held his steadily. ‘It is not something to push, Jia. We’ve come this far. Who is to say what 


the future holds?° 


*Who is to say what the future holds?" echoed Kirk. For a long moment he looked at the rose, then he looked at 
Spock. Each was a gentle protector. Each was a promise of love. A small smile touched Kirk’s lips, a smile that 


was reflected in the peace of the Vulcan’s eyes - a Silent promise of what was to coae... 
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"So, this is your home...” Spock looked appreciatively at the house that Kirk and Lori had painstakingly 
reclaiaed froa the aleost total ruin it had been. There was nothing of the aodern here ~ the stone had originally 
been quarried froa the native foraations, the glass of the windows showed the lead edgings usually found in houses 
hundreds of years old. 

The house was Kirk, a house that went back to the roots that also held hia. It was large, but not gaudy. The 
lawns around it were neatly set out - hedges substituted for flowers. It was masculine, it was coafortable. 

Kirk looked at Spock alaost shyly. This was the first tiae the Vulcan had been here, the first tise they had 
had shore leave since their encounter with Vegur. Weeks had gone by since then as they had given the Enterprise 
the aost thorough shakedown any ship had ever undergone. 

During those weeks the unique friendship he and Spock had once shared was found again. That day in Sickhay, 
Spock had aade a comaitaent to live, not eerely to exist as a cog in a wheel but to live as he should, and to live 
at Kirk’s side, And Kirk watched with satisfaction as everything once again fell into place - Spock and McCoy 
*tighting’, Scotty crooning over his engines, and the bridge crew even aore efficient than they had been before. 
They had gone howe again, and proved it could be done, 

Now they were back on Earth. They had spent a few days at Fleet Headquarters going over the few adjustaents 
they had found the Enterprise needed, then they were free ~- five days of R & R before the ship was due to eave on 
her first extended aission since being refitted. 

So they had gone hose - home to that place that Kirk had so lovingly rebuilt, and in which he had spent so aany 
lonely hours. It tay nestled in the hills high above San Francisco, isolated from its neighbors, a quiet sanctuary 
froa the hectic pressures of life. 

At first Kirk wondered if he had sade a aistake coming back. It was one of the few places he had shared with 
Lori - one of the few iaportant things in his recent life in which Spock had not been involved. At first, he had 
loved the old house, then he had gradually grown to resent and then hate the entrapaent it signified - the 
peraanence. It was rooted to the ground, unable to aove, and so was he. 

He had baen very quiet during the short aircar ride fro Fleet Headquarters. But, as they set down on the 
parking area and got out, Kirk knew he needn’t have worried. 

"You like it?" 

Spock looked at hia, affection showing in his brown eyes. ‘I would have expected nothing less." 

Kirk laughed a little. "Jt was Lori who found it...* His voice died away as he remeabered his last sight of 
Lori, a twisted, dying figure on the transporter platforea. [t had been over a year since sha had shared this house 
with hia - since she had shared his life - but the aemory of both was still painful. He glanced up to see Spock 
looking at hie curiously. ‘Come on, let’s go in and I’1] show you around. * 
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Spock picked up his suitcase and followed Kirk to the huge oak doors. Again there were no electric guards, no 
sensor systea - just an old fashioned keyhole. As Kirk searched through his pockets for the key, Spock watched hia. 
Occasionally, over the past few weeks Kirk had aentioned Lori - beyond that Spock knew very little. He knew she had 
been a Vice Adairal on Nogura’s staff, but he did not know how she fitted into Kirk’s life. They had obviously been 
close but for some reason it had ended. It worried Spock that something about it was gnawing at Kirk, but if he 
wanted to tell about it, he would. Spock would not pry. He was in no position to demand an explanation - for al] 
he knew he had caused the pain Kirk was enduring now. 

The interior of the house eatched the exterior for quiet elegance ~ hardwood floors covered with tasteful rugs, 
subdued colours throughout. Spock followed Kirk up the sweeping staircase to the guestroom. He approved of the 
creaa walls and the heavy, rich curtains tied back froe the windows, A solid four poster bed dominated the roos. 

"This is yours, Spock,* said Kirk cheerfully. “Bathroom’s in there," he said pointing to a closed door, ‘and 
1’a down at the end of the hall.* He aoved to the door, then turned back and looked at Spock, his eyes sober. ‘! 
hope you’l! be coefortable here. * 

A slight smile touched Spock’s face. ‘I’a sure I will be, Jia.® 


Half an hour later they were in the kitchen pondering what they would have for dinner. Spock had discovered 
aodern concessions had been aade in the bathrooes and in the kitchen. There would be no slaving over a hot stove 
here. He aentioned it to Kirk. 

Kirk laughed. "Youcan thank Lori for that. Most of the tiae she let ea have ey own way, let ee build ey 
dreaa house, but the kitchen was hers. She said if she had to cook she was going to do it her way - none of this 
experiaenting with old fashioned equipaent like stoves and refrigerators. It was ultra aodern or nothing. She was 
a very deterained lady..." His voice trailed off and he stood looking into space. 

"You aust have loved her very auch.‘ 

Slowly Kirk’s eyes refocused and he looked at Spock. ‘Loved her? No, | don’t think I ever really loved her,‘ 
He turned away. ‘You’d better program your own aeal, Even after all this tine, I still don’t know what 
constitutes a balanced diet for a Vulcan.* 

Confusion reigned in Spock’s aind as he got up. He had thought that Kirk had loved Lori, but now her place in 
his life was aore unclear than ever. 

It had been a long tiee since Spock had experienced the coaforts afforded by a house and the relaxed ataosphere 
of friendship. For alaost three years he had ‘existed’ on the high plateaus of Gol and had lived the self denial of 
an acolyte in Gol, He seiled inwardly as he thought that perhaps a bed of nails would have been eore coefortable. 

Tine passed quietly and they both enjoyed the relaxed pace. It sight be aonths before they could come back 
here. Or they aight never come back, Space exploration was a hazardous occupation at best, but one they had always 
willingly accepted. Death was something they lived with, but not soaething they feared. 

The day had been very hot, one of those days in early spring that heralded the heat of suaser. They had flown 
into the city to do some last einute shopping and so that Kirk could arrange for Starfleet to assign a caretaker for 
his house. This was their last day of freedom - toeorrow they would report back to the Enterprise and within the 
week they would leave Earth far behind. 

They had said little on the flight back. Spock showered and changed for dinner, putting on the tunic that Kirk 
had given hia some years earlier. He looked around the room and felt a little sadness at the thought of leaving it. 
In a few short days he had grown to love this house because Kirk loved it, and because he loved Kirk. 

He aade his way downstairs and peeked in the kitchen, but it was eapty. He wandered across the hall and 
quietly entered Kirk’s study ~ his sanctuary as he called it. It was this room he had left for last when he had 
shown Spock around. It was here that he kept those things which were aost ieportant to hia ~ his aedals, his books, 
his tapes, and the beautifully detailed ainiature clipper ship that Spock had given hia - with ‘Enterprise’ carved 
proudly on its side, A huge fireplace with a eassive carved aantle dominated one wall of the room, and it was 
bordered by bookshelves full of sanuscripts froe all over the galaxy. 

Kirk was there, sitting in front of the fireplace. He hadn’t yet changed from their trip to town, but had 
kicked off his shoes and shirt, and was sitting with one bare foot up on the footstool, apparently lost in thought. 
Spock hesitated, not wanting to disturb hie. 

"Cone in, Spock." The hazel eyes were on hia, the gaze solean and thoughtful. 

Spock eoved forward a few steps, then stopped. “Is there anything wrong, Jia?* 

Kirk’s eyes didn’t leave his face. ‘Wrong? Like what?° 

Spock felt a little foolish. ‘Well, you appeared to be a bit distracted earlier, now...” 
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"Now," said Kirk looking down at his hands, “now I am trying to say goodbye to a aemory, and finding it diffi- 
cult." 

"Admiral Ciani?" 

Kirk nodded. ‘“Adairal Ciani." His eyes flicked back to Spock. ‘Why did you leave?* 

It had come at last. Spock knew that one day it would and he knewhe had to be honest. “Because I was 
afraid." 

“Of what?" Kirk’s voice held genuine surprise. 

"Of you." 

"Me?" For a aoaent Kirk hesitated, then he slowly nodded. “Of ae, of course..." 

Spock walked forward and stopped by Kirk’s chair. "I discovered I loved you, and I ran. I desperately tried 


to burn that emotion out on the hot plains of Gol." 

"And did you?" 

"No," said Spock softly as he knelt in front of Kirk. “Love is forever. One cannot run from oneself." 

"Run froa oneself," echoed Kirk quietly. “I guess I tried to do that too, in ay own way. | ran to Lori. And, 
for a tiee, I thought I had succeeded. ° 

"So did I." 

Kirk looked at hia. “Gradually I realized I had lost everything that had given aeaning to ay life..." Spock 
ached at the pain evident in Kirk’s eyes. "...ay ship, ay crew... Then even Lori was gone and there was nothing 
left - only this eapty house." 

"The house is no longer eapty," said Spock quietly. 

"No," agreed Kirk with a tiny saile, “and it never will be again." 

Slowly Spock held out his hand. ‘Friends?* 

The saile left Kirk’s face. He found hiaself holding the arms of his chair, his eyes locked with those of the 
Vulcan. Spock had just uttered the one word he had desperately wanted to hear for three years. Suddenly, Lori 
vanished froa his life as though she had never existed. Now it only needed hia to aove his hand and the terrible 
hurt would be healed - forever. 





75 





Did you hear? 

Yes, 

We aust repain true to what was written or destruction will ultinately be ours. 
Hot necessarily. These ney be different. 

Have they ever been before? 

Ho, 

Then wait, My words will prove true. 

We shall see, 


"For crying out loud, Jia, aust we go so blasted fast?" 

Kirk glanced at McCoy in aguseaent. “Doctor, 1 do believe you are becoming a peraanent fixture on the guard 
rail.® 

"Well, how was I supposed to know you were about to check out @aneuvering controls at high warp...?° He broke 
off as the Enterprise swooped in a 188 degree turn and accelerated into eaergency warp. After @aking sure his 
stomach was still where it should be, he glared at Kirk again, but the Captain had his attention on Sulu and DiFalco 
as they worked in unison to keep the big ship under contro] as the stress factors aounted. It was not only the 
Enterprise that was being tested. 

Gradually the big ship slowed to sublight speed while Kirk contacted engineering and ordered all engines shut 
down. He released the lap restraints and got up. He had yet to get used to the feeling of being pinned, although 
he had to adait it was better than continually being flung around the bridge. 

"Well done, Mister Sulu, Chief DiFalco," he said quietly. "I’d like your reports and comments on this teat 
turned in as soon as possible.’ 

"Aye, sir,” Said Sulu promptly, his @ind still on shutting down the engine controls. 

"Aye, sir," echoed Difalco as she shyly looked up at hie. Kirk sailed reassuringly at her. Hewas daily 
becoaing ore iapressed with Difalco’s capabilities and knew she had been very surprised when he had recomaendead 
that she be assigned as the ship’s permanent navigator. But her calea reactions during the V’ger incident and the 
quality of her work since then, along with high recossendations froa Sulu who would have to work gost closely with 
her, had convinced Kirk that he had found the person he wanted to reaain there. 

A loud exclagation from behind hia and the thud of a falling body caused Kirk to whirl around. McCoy was 
still kneeling by the guard rail and it was obvious that Spock had not noticed hia as he had swung out of his chair 
and started to aove away from the science station. The Vulcan was now lying face down on the floor and Kirk swore 
he was counting to ten in Slow, eaphatic Vulcan. 

To their credit, no ane on the bridga laughed out loud, although McCoy’s face was auch redder than usual. Kirk 
took a second to coapose hiaself, then he went to Spock’s aid. 

"Are you all right, Mister Spock?" he asked quietly as he helped hia up. 

"Quite all right, Captain,* replied Spock in the same solean tone. 

"Well, I’a glad you are," gruabled McCoy as he got to his feet. ‘I think ay leg is broken!* 

"Doctor, if you would cease to drape yourself around various structures, you would not run thea risk of being 
stepped on,” said Spock, his brown eyes absolutely devoid of any eaotion so McCoy couldn’t tell if he was aad or 
aaused. 
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"Yeah, well, I’a sorry, Spock," he said grudgingly. 

"Apology accepted,” said Spock blandly, knowing full well that McCoy had expected hia to say something else. 

"If you gentlemen are finished,” said Kirk quickly before open battle began, "I would appreciate you 
accoapanying ae to engineering, Mister Spock." He turned back to the open bridge. ‘Mister Sulu, you have the con.° 
He started for the turbolift. "Bones," he said quietly, ‘you’d better get that leg checked. I don’t want a 
crippled Chief Medical Officer." He grinned, then disappeared into the turbolift, Spock hot on his heels. 

McCoy euttered soeething inaudible and liaped into the other turbolift. As the doors shut behind hia, Sulu and 
DiFalco burst into laughter, quickly followed by the reat of the bridge crew. Uhura held her aching sides, 
wondering how she had ever aanaged to hold her laughter as long as she had. 

"Goodness," giggled DiFalco, “does that sort of thing go on all the tise?" 

Sulu nodded, wiping tears of laughter from his eyes. "Mister Spock and Doctor McCoy don’t exactly see eye to 
eye on a lot of things, but it’s not usually quite this good.® 

DiFalco shook her head. She was slowly beginning to realize that the ’legends’ she had heard so auch about 
were really only aen ~ and fallible at that. Still chuckling, she turned her attention to the report that Kirk had 


requested. * 


Later that evening as he was aking his way to his quarters after his nightly tour of the ship, Kirk paused at 
McCoy’s door, He decided that saybe ha had better check to aake sure he was all right. 

The door slid open as he pressed the buzzer. He walked in, a little suprised to see McCoy lying on the bed 
with a thick, heat pressure wrap around his elevated leg. 

McCoy dropped the book he had been reading on his lap. "Good heavens, Jia, don’t tell ae that you’re starting 
to tuck in the crew as well as the ship!" 

Kirk grinned. ‘Only when absolutely necessarey, Doctor." He looked pointedly at McCoy’s elevated leg. ‘You 
all right?" 

"Would you be if you’d been kicked full force by that clodhopper Spock calls a foot?" He sailed slightly 
"Just a bone bruise. My ‘doctor’ ordered a couple of days of bed rest, worried about the possibility of clotting or 
some fool thing. We had a devil of an arguaent about it." He shook his head. "I told you there’d be trouble with 
Chapel!" 

"Why?" asked Kirk innocently. “Because you've finally found someone as stubborn as you are, and who now has 
the authority to aake you toe the line?" 

"Don’t forget I’ still the C.M.0...." 

"Heavens, Bones, | reaeaber, but do you think you can convince her?" He ducked laughing, as the book that had 
been on McCoy’s lap sailed over his head. He turned around and picked it up, glancing at the title as he brought it 
back to McCoy. “Must be pretty ind boggling stuff,” he said as he handed it back. 

"Don’t belittle it!" retorted McCoy. “Have you ever read any Dorothy Sayers aysteries?" 

Kirk shook his head. 

McCoy leaned over and grabbed a spall volume. “Here, take this. Doctor’s orders!" he said hastily as Kirk 
started to object. ‘Starship captaina naed to relax as auch as any other person. Besides," he said with a grin, ‘I 
Quarantee you’l! like it.” 

"Okay," said Kirk, not really convinced. He looked back up at McCoy. ‘You sure you’re all right?" 

"T’'a fine, Captain. Oh, a aint julep or some Saurian brandy would be even better, but you can’t have every~ 
thing.* 

"You’re incorrigible, Bones," said Kirk with a chuckle. ‘J’ll stop by in the aorning to see you." 

Betting back to his own quarters, Kirk tossed the book onto his bed and slowly got undressed. As he pulled 
down the covers, he thought for the thousandth tiee that he aust reaeaber to get rid of the awful orange spread and 
get something aore to his taste. He opened McCoy’s book and got halfway through the first page before he fell 


asleep. * 


The intercoa whistle broke into his dreaaless sleep. Yawning, Kirk rolled over and activated the audio. ‘Kirk 
here,” he said sleepily, pulling the forgotten book out froa under hia. 

"This is the bridge, Captain,” cage an unfagiliar voice. ‘We just received asignal to stand by for new 
orders." 

Kirk glanced at the chronoseter. "At this hour?" he asked, the surprise sounding strong in his voice. “All 
right," he continued, “have the call transferred to ae here.’ 

"Aye, sir," came the cheerful reply. 
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An hour later he was siting looking at the blank viewscreen. Orders had been received and acknowledged, and it was 
starting again. When the ship had tackled V’ger, it had been like a tension-filled dreaa, so auch had happened so 
fast - the doubts, the in-fighting, everyone suddenly returning. But now things were as they had been before and 
they had just received orders for their first aission, Like alaost every assignment that case their way, it was 
fraught with danger and unknowns. 

He looked at the chronoaeter. It was still two hours until the beginning of duty shift. He knew he wouldn’t 
be able to go back to sleep. He needed to talk to someone about this, he needed to talk to the @an who would be 
asked to share the dangers of the unknown. He needed to talk to Spock. He pushed the intercom and waited for the 
Vulcan to answer, wondering if he would be any gore alert than Kirk had been when he had answered the call from the 
bridge soae hours earlier. 

The interco@ was answered instantly and Spock’s deep voice held no hint of sleepiness. 

"It’s your Captain, Mister Spock. I’ sorry to call you at such an unusual hour but I need to see you. Would 
you aind if I cage to your quarters?® 

There waS a eomentary silence, then Spock replied, his suppressed curiosity not totally controlled. “Of 
course, Captain.” 

The door to Spock’s quarters slid open when Kirk pushed the buzzer. He walked into the one place he had not 
entered since the day that Spock had told hia he was leaving Starfleet - and hia. He couldn’t help but look around. 
Like his own it had been enlarged and aodernized but, unlike the still stark rooas that Kirk had not yet had tiee to 
@ake his own, Spock’s quarters reflected his inner self, 

Kirk instantly recognized @any of the objects - the veiled wall coverings, the ancient warrior artifacts and 
the firepot flickering its light up the red walls. The narrow bed was gone. In its place was the larger, aore 
coafortable aodel found in all senior officer’s quarters, The Starfleet issue orange cover had been replaced by a 
beautifully woven spread with Spock’s fa@ily crest eabroidered on it. 

For a long tiae Kirk stood staring at it, then he looked at Spock who was standing on the far side of the rooa. 
Kirk had had the spread specially aade for Spock to comeaorate the end of their first five year aission together. 
He had come to these same quarters with the package in his hand on that terrible day. He had stood duabfounded as 
Spock had coldly inforaed hia that he was leaving. There had been no explanation - nothing. Kirk reaeabered the 
hurt - and the anger. He had finally put the package down on Spock’s desk and walked out. He never knew if Spock 
had even opened it. He had not spoken to hia again. 

Now he had his answer. Spock slowly walked forward. “You could not have given ae anything I would treasure 
aore.* 

Kirk had to swallow hard before he would trust his voice. ‘I had assused you would not have found any use for 
it." 

"It was one of the few things I took to Gol. At first it helped to remind ae who! was and the reasons for 
which I was there." His eyes went to the spread and its intricately woven design. “In the end it showed why ay 
reasons were wrong. It is a part of you, as I ae." His dark eyes soved back to Kirk. ‘You said you wished to see 
ae. 

Kirk had to drag his aind away from the words Spock had just spoken. “Uh, yes. We’ve just received new orders. 
The Vega colonies are having increasing probleas with a plant bacteriua. Apparently Triosis is the only substance 
that seeas to successfully check its spread and Lacton is the closest planet that has a substantial supply of 
Friosis.® He took a tape from his pocket. ‘“I’d like you to look at this and hear your coaments.° 

Kirk sat silent, perched on the edge of Spock’s bed while the Vulcan scanned the tape. 

“It seems a shame to intrude, said Spock finally as he turned off the viewscreen. 

Kirk nodded. ‘I know. It’s Shangri-la all over again.° 

Spock’s eyebrow rose. “Shangri-la, Captain?° 

"A aythical place that was supposedly located on Earth, hidden high in the mountains of Tibet. It was a place 
of love and peace - total tranquility. One would never grow old there..." His voice trailed off as he reaeabered 
the stories he had read about it. 

“That does not exactly describe Lacton, Jia,* said Spock with a slight seile. 

Kirk grinned. "No, I know. But the mountains are there, and the people apparently of the same calibre, siaple 
peasants..." 

“With established ruling systeas and probably all the headaches that go with thea.® 

"You are destroying ay fantasy,* said Kirk with a laugh. 

Spock’s tiny saile threatened to deepen. “Just trying to keep you in touch with reality, Captain,® he said, 
unable to keep the teasing tone out of his voice. 
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"Lacton is within spitting distance of the Roaulan Eapire, Spock. Unfortunately, reality is something that 
will be iapossible to forget." He slid off the bed and started pacing. ‘There is no evidence that the Roaulans 
have any influence over the planet’s inhabitants. It’s odd, though, being that close you would think there would be 
something...” 

"Agreed," said Spock. "It does seem odd that they have apparently left Lacton alone. It would be a perfect 
situation in which to take comand - a siaple, peasant people, rather low on the Richter scale of culture." 

"Well, whatever the reason, we have our orders. We aake first contact and give our usual pitch of peace and 
brotherhood.’ 

Spock’s eyebrows rose slightly. ‘That statement contains a certain cynical tone,* he said aildly. 

For aaeoment Kirk looked a little abashed, then he shook his head. “Sorry, I quess it did. I suppose I saw 
aore than J wanted to over the past couple of years. The idsals J hold..." He paused for a eoment. "The ones | 
held,” he continued softly, “are not those found at Coamand Headquarters." He looked at Spock. "How can ! sell 
something that I know doesn’t exist?" 

Spock suddenly realized why Kirk had wanted to talk to hia now, and not wait for their duty shift to start. He 
got to his feet and walked over to where Kirk was standing. "Jia, you represent the United Federation of Planets, 
of which Starfleet is only one se@all part. You cannot expect a semi-ilitary organization to hold the dreams and 
ideals of individuals." He paused for a aoment, his brown eyes searching the liquid hazel ones of his cosmanding 
officer. "You represent the very best of those hopes and ideals. Don’t lose what aakes you the person you are. 
Don’t let those others turn you against yourself.’ 

Kirk looked at hia a little skeptically. "You are talking about a different person,” he said flatly. 

"Not entirely," said Spock, "or you would not be here now. ° 

Kirk smiled slightly. "Yeah, I suppose you have a point.” They stood in silence for a few ainutes, then Kirk 
sighed. “Well, I’d better get going or we’re both going to be late for our shifts." 

Spock stood aotionless looking at the closed door, a hint of worry on his face. Kirk was still struggling with 
a deep disillusionaent born out of his dealings with Starfleet while he was Chief of Operations. As the young, 
dynawic Captain of the Enterprise, he had taken the Federation throughout the galaxy, his cape blowing in a wind 
of righteousness. That cape had been torn from hia in painful strips. Spock suspected a better aan had emerged, 
but that gan was still uncertain about his new feelings and how he and they fitted into the rigid structure of the 
service to which he had devoted his life. 

Taking a deep breath, he turned and headed for the shower. Kirk was right about one thing. If they didn’t 
hurry, they were going to be Jate. 


They are coping, 

It would appear so, 

There will be trouble, 
Undoubtedly. 

He past stop ther. 

Did we have to stop the others? 
No, 

Wait then. 


McCoy sensed an increasing tension when Kirk came to visit hia and, try as he would, he couldn’t get Kirk to 
talk about it. Finally he contacted Sickbay and ordered some discreet aonitoring, confir@ing his suspicion that 
Kirk’s stress level was high. Unable to pin Kirk down, McCoy turned to the one person to whoa Kirk aight have 
revealed his anxieties. 

Spock immediately saw the note on the desk as he walked into his quarters. He read it slowly, then stood in 
Silence for a few ainutes, a little reluctant to act on it but knowing that he had no choice. He reached for the 
intercoa. 

McCoy was waiting for hia, his leg still heavily wrapped and elevated. He put down his book as the buzzer rang 
and watched as Spock quietly entered. 

"I gather you wish to speak with ae, Doctor," he said, his face and voice totally devoid of expression. 

"I appreciate you coming. Please sit down." 

"If you don’t ind, I would prefer to stand." 

Spock’s cold demeanor irritated McCoy but he held his teaper, knowing that Spock was finding this as uncoafort- 
able as he was. "Spock, I need an evaluation from you. Something is bothering Jia and | can’t get hia to tell ae 
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what. I’ve had a few tests run on hia and his stress level is high... 

If it was possible, Spock’s face grew even colder as McCoy spoke. 

McCoy looked down at his book for a aoment, then he looked back up at Spock. ‘I as considering a full 
physical...° 

Spock looked at hia sharply. “The Captain is due to beas down to Lacton tomorrow. If you order a physical it 
will force hia to substitute someone else.* 

McCoy nodded but said nothing. 

"This is too sensitive a @ission, Doctor. The Captain is possibly the only aan qualified to --" 

“Bullfeathers," snorted McCoy. ‘Nobody is unexpendable. However, if you can tell ae what’s bugging hia, { 
aight change ay aind about the physical.* 

For long aoments, Spock re@ained silent. If Kirk had wanted McCoy to know what was bothering hia, he would 
have told hia, yet McCoy was well within his rights to ask what was going on. And he would also be well within his 
rights to stop Kirk from going on this aission if he felt that Kirk’s mental attitude bore closer watching. He was 
trapped between not wanting to betray Kirk’s confidence and knowing it was his duty to answer McCoy. 

"Spock, what’s wrong? Wothing’s happened recently to cause stress and from what Jia has told ae about Lacton, 
there is little reason for concern there, so it had to be something else. 

Spock looked down at the floor. ‘There is an old Terran expression, Doctor. ’We have aet the eneay and the 
eneay is us.’ That is Jie’s problea." 

McCoy waited, but Spock did not say anything else. ‘That explanation is as clear as aud," he said, thinly 
veiled sarcas@ in his voice. 

Spock shifted uncoafortably, then he looked at McCoy. "He feels as though Starfleet has betrayed hie, The 
ideals he once held have been shattered. He has had reason to question the values of an institution he once 
supported without question. Answers which once were clear are now vague and auddied. In away he is searching for 
hiaself.* 

McCoy frowned. ‘I thought he had resolved that," he said quietly, alaost to hiasel#. He looked at Spock. “Do 
you feel this aight affect his ability to function as an iaportant Federation representative?® 

"Negative." 

"Spock, I a® asking you to answer as a command rank officer and Executive Officer of the Enterprise, not only 
as Jia’s friend.* 

"The answer is still negative.‘ Spock’s eyes held McCoy’s. ‘The Captain is sure of who heis as a aan, 
Doctor. If that was altered then there would be cause for concern. ° 

"I thought that was what we were talking about." 

Spock shook his head. ‘That was the aan we both saw when we returned to the Enterprise. That aan is gone 
forever. 

"Then exactly what are we seeing now?" 

"A an who had a vision that fell apart at his feet. A gan who discovered the values he held were not the 
values of those he represented. Now, because of this @ission he has suddenly been forced to aake a decision sooner 
than he expected - remain true to hiaself or bend to the values of others, It is a difficult decision, Doctor. Jia 
has lived with disillusionment for alaost three years. It is going to take hia a little while to resolve his 
feelings. ° 

"Can he do it while treading the thin line down on that planet?* 

"You know he can. 

McCoy nodded slowly. "Yeah, I! guess you’re right. But keep a close eye on hia, would you? He’s wound pretty 
tights I don’t want hia to blow apart. I wish I could go with you but this blasted leg is going to take a few aore 
days to heal." He looked at Spock. ‘Take care of hia." 

"IT shall do that, Doctor. Is there anything else?® 

"Yes, The next tise you swing out of your chair on the bridge, will you please watch where you’re going!" He 
chuckled at Spock’s offended expression. "Go on, get out of here and get to bed. You’ve got a big day ahead of 
you." 

They entered orbit around Lacton with no problem and constant scanning turned up no sign of Roaulans. The ship 
was on yellow alert and the crew stood at battle readiness. The Roaulans were still apt to fight first and ask 
questions later. A Federation starship this close to their territory would be enough to aake any Roaulan coseander 
trigger happy. 

“Got what you need, Spock?* cage Kirk’s quiet voice. 

Spock looked up from the science station. "I believe so, Captain. It appears the inforeation is correct - the 
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inhabitants are indeed mountain dwellers. There are aany scattered, populated areas, starting at a four thousand 
foot elevation and continuing in varying sizes at higher elevations.* 

"Well, if nothing else, the view should be spectacular." He looked at Spock. "It’s fortunate we are arriving 
during the ware season in their cliaate. 1 would hate to see those ears of yours frostbitten. * 

For a aosent Spock looked insulted, then he realized that Kirk was teasing hia, “It is a siaple aatter to send 
additional body heat to the extremities when it becomes necessary," he said, warding off any further coaaents about 
his ears. “Did you see Doctor McCoy?” 

Kirk frowned slightly as he nodded. "He wasn’t overjoyed that you told ae about his snooping, but J think I 
@anaged to convince hia that I wasn’t about to do anything silly.” 

"Have you convinced yoursel f?° 

Spock had not really expected Kirk to answer, but he was concerned when Kirk refused to aeet his gaze. Kirk 
turned away and went to the comand chair. He aade a last check with the department heads, then headed for the 
turbolift. ‘You have the con, Mister Sulu. Ready, Spock?" 

Spock got to his feet. J aa ready, he thought to oe I only hope you are. 


Kirk and Spock beaged down in a quiet section at the edge of the largest town located at an elevation of ten 
thousand feet. Kirk had elected to wear the standard Starfleet uniforas instead of the eore usual coveralls and 
brown jackets. He reasoned that they wouldn’t be doing auch exploring, at least not in the physical sense. Kirk 
still wasn’t altogether sure he liked these uniforas. He had becose rather fond of his old gold shirt, and he knew 
he liked Spock better in the old blue of the Science Departaent. Hey, dupay, he chided hiaself,stop daydreaping. 

He glanced at Spock who appeared to be as enthralled as he was. "Quite a sight isn’t it?® 

Spock obviously had to tear his eyes away from the beauty in front of hia. "Indeed, Captain, it is spectacular. 
It reainds ae of tapes I have reviewed of sisilar places in Bavaria and the Swiss Alps on your Earth.° 

"I know, I was thinking the sase thing. It’s hard to believe they could be so alike. Well, I guess we 
shouldn’t just stand here gawking. Come on, let’s see if wecan find someone to talk to.” He contacted Scotty to 
apologize for not reporting their safe arrival iemediately, then he and Spock headed for the heart of the town. 

They aade their way to what appeared to be a aarket place, a large square surrounded by small buildings with 
intricate carvings around the doorways and windows. They were the recipients of aany curious stares, but people 
hurried by thea, none aaking any effort to stop and talk. 

"They donot appear to trust strangers," said Kirk thoughtfully. "That could aean there have been strangers 
here before who haven’t left the best of iapressions." He glanced at Spock. “It would seem to ae that Roaulans 
would quite likely leave that feeling...° 

"And I could well be a Romulan," Spock finished for hia. 

"And you could be a Rogulan,* Kirk agreed quietly. ‘Why didn’t anyone come up with that interesting thought 
during one of the briefings?° 

"Unknown, Captain, but the thought never occurred to ae until now." 

"Well, we’ll just have to be extra charaing," said Kirk with a saile. He looked around. "These new translator 
iaplants are supposed to be foolproof. Guess it’s about tise to see if they really work.® He walked over toa 
group of aen who were nervously watching thea. “Excuse ae, could you please tel) ae where J could speak to sogebody 
in authority?° 

The aen cringed back as though Kirk had threatened to strike thea. They were all dressed in very colourful 
shirts and vests over black pants, with heavy boots suitable for the aountainous terrain. 

Kirk held his hands out, pales upward, in a peace gesture. “I am not going to harm you. My friend and I just 
wish to talk to..." 

"Perhaps I can be of assistance?° 

Kirk turned to see an elderly aan approaching rapidly. He was dressed in the sase colourful attire as the 
others, but he did not appear to be stricken by the same fear. 

"IT aw Magas," he said by way of introduction, his s@all, dark eyes darting from Kirk to Spock, then back again. 

"Il aa Captain Jases T. Kirk. This is ay Vulcan Science Officer, Comaander Spock.* 

"You are ailitary?" Magas asked, his eyes going to their uniforas, to the stripes of their respective ranks. 

"In away, yes,” Said Kirk. "Is there somewhere that we could talk, someone in authority we could talk with?° 

Again Magas looked froa one to the other, then he nodded. "Come, this way.” Abruptly he turned and scuttled 
off, causing Kirk and Spock to have to hurry after hia. 

"Was he speaking Standard, Spock, or for that aatter, was 1? Either this translator works better than I thought 
it would, or it doesn’t work at all.’ 
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"He did not speak Standard, Captain, nor any language | ae familiar with. I was able to shut out the trans- 
lator for a short while and when I did, I could not understand his words, or yours." 

"The gift of tongues," said Kirk quietly. 

"Not precisely," said Spock. "With the gift of tongues one speaks in his own language. It is the listener who 
hears the difference." 

"Like the Melkots?° 

"Close," said Spock, "except that was telepathy." 

Magas stopped at the entrance to one of the buildings. He opened the door and ushered them in. Here there was 
aore intricate carving along the hallways and on auch of the woodwork, 

"I’ve seen this sort of thing in auseuas on Earth," said Kirk as he looked around. “One had a large display on 
antique ausic boxes. Soe of thea reaind ae of this sort of architecture." 

Magas led thea into a s@all room filled with beautifully carved furniture and a spectacular view of the 
aountains out of the curtained windows. "lf you will wait here," he said with a smile, then he was gone. 

Kirk watched hie leave, then walked across the room and sat down. ‘Well, | guess we managed our initial 
contact." 

"Indeed,* replied Spock. He aoved over to the window and looked out. 

"I wonder who this Magas is?" continued Kirk. "It would seem as though he had been sent to bring us here, but 
where is here, and who sent hia?" 

"I would suspect that we shal] learn those answers presently," said Spock as he turned away from the window. 
He stood looking at Kirk for a aoment. ‘These people are obviously nervous of strangers. It could aake our aission 
here gore difficult." 

"More difficult, but not impossible," replied Kirk. "After all, we're representing the Federation, not the 
Roaulan Eapire.* 

"So you have resolved your earlier questions?" said Spock, his eyebrow on the rise. 

"IT never doubted that auch," said Kirk defensively. 

"Perhaps not," said Spock, "but..." He broke off as the door opened and Magas reappeared. 

"Captain," he said with another polite bow. “Our Council of Elders will be meeting in the sorning and have 
agreed to have you appear before thea. In the meanwhile, allow ae to show you to aore coafortable surroundings 
where you can spend the night." 

Kirk started to say that they could just as easily return to the ship and come back at a specified time the 
next day, then decided against it. The town had a tranquility that he found very appealing, and a view that 
rivaled any he had ever seen. "Thank you, Magas," he said, returning the bow. "Mister Spock and I accept your 
gracious offer." 

Again Kirk saw Magas’ gaze go to Spock as if he expected a different response from the Vulcan but, as he 
usually did, Spock remained silent. Kirk was the diplomat here - he was merely aoral support. 

Once again Magas took thea at his quick scuttle through the town, past many of the fairy-tale houses, beauti- 
fully decorated with intricate carvings. Finally they arrived at a house which stood at the outskirts of the town 
and Magas ushered thea in. 

"There are sleeping places up the stairs," he said, pointing up a curved staircase. “Here is where the food is 
kept. May I suggest aking yourselves comfortable? I will return in the aorning to escort you to the Council.’ 
Before Kirk could reply, Magas bobbed in his funny little bow and had scuttled off, 

Shrugging slightly in silent defeat, a slight smile on his face, Kirk glanced at Spock, then activated his 
comaunicator to cai] the ship. Scotty reported that all was well and, as yet there had been no sign of any Roaulan 
ship. ‘Will you and Mister Spock be beaging up soon?" he asked. 

"Negative, Scotty," said Kirk, "we’ve more or less been told we’re staying the night, and I have to admit it 
looks pretty comfortable. 171] follow our call schedule and let you know when we’re ready to beam back aboard, But 
if you spot any Roaulans, get hold of us fast, understood?" 

"Aye, sir. Scott out." 

Kirk switched off his comaunicator, then looked at Spock. ‘I don’t know about you, but I’m starving. Let’s go 
see what this planet has to offer in the way of food." 

In what was obviously the kitchen, they found a well-stocked larder containing aainly cheeses, fruit and vege- 
tables along with a small supply of meat and both wine and what appeared to be fresh wilk. Spock looked at the food 
in silence. 

"Something bothering you, Mister Spock?" 

Spock glanced at Kirk. "I was just wondering if this was noreal fare, or if they knew one of us was a 
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” "vegetarian." 

"You were ’wondering’?" said Kirk in aeuseeent. "This is noreal food in this part of the world." 

"This eight be noraal for this part of the world on Earth, Jie, but we are a long way froe there." 

For a eoeent Kirk stood silent. "Why would that run shivers down ey spine?" he said finally. He looked 
around. "This looks real enough. Heck, there’s too euch data for this to be an illusion. Come on, Spock, stop 
speculating and start eating. 

After a eorent’s hesitation, Spock followed Kirk’s exaeple and aade hiaself a substantial eal. When they had 
finished and cleaned up, they toured the rest of the house. Upstairs they found a large bedrooa overlooking another 
beautiful panoraea of the eountains. Froe there they watched the sun set in the saee spectacular eode that touched 
everything else they had seen on this planet. 

Long after Kirk was asleep, Spock lay awake in the darkness, going over what they had learned and seen on 
Lacton. But finally weariness overcage hie and he, too, slept. 


So, they are here. 

Yes, 

They carry weapons, as does their ship. 

They have pade no ase of thes. 

Yet, 

I do not think they will, These are different, 
One is not, 

Hait, 


The deeanding coeeunicator sueeons brought Kirk out of a deep sleep. Groggily he reached over and picked it 
up. "Kirk here." 

"Mister Scott, Captain. We have just had a signal froe Starfleet. A group of freighters has had a run-in with 
soee Roeulan ships and in trying to outrun them have becoae entangled in an ion store. We’re the closest star- 
Shipecs” 

"We're always the closest starship," euttered Kirk under his breath. He looked up to see Spock’s dark eyes 
fixed on hie. 

"We can beaa you back aboard, Captain, then get underway," continued Scotty. 

"Uh, no, Scotty," said Kirk, struggling to get fully awake. ‘We sade soee inroads yesterday. I don’t think it 
would be a good idea to suddenly just disappear.” He looked at Spock for a eoent. His reception the previous day 
had not been all that good and for a brief eoeent Kirk toyed with the idea of sending hia back to the ship. Then he 
sighed, knowing the problees it would present. Spock would refuse to go, and Kirk knew that he needed hie at his 
side. He decided against saying anything about it. ‘We got a reasonably good welcome, Scotty. I think it’s safe 
for us to stay here. You take the Enterprise and see what needs to be done, then coee back and pick us up." 

"Captain,® cage Scotty’s somewhat worried voice, ‘is thet wise? We don’t know euch about these people and 
there’s still the Roeulans to worry about. We'll be practically abandoning you... * 

"You’re not abandoning ee, Scotty. I’ve got Mister Spock for coepany. Besides, orders stated to eake contact 
and coeplete the eission at any cost. We do what we’re told." 

"I don’t like it,” euttered Scotty. 

"You have your orders, Mister Scott," said Kirk sharply. "There are lives hanging in the balance. We’ll be 
all right. Contact us as soon as you’re back within coeeunicator range." 

"Aye, sir," cage Scotty’s resigned voice. ‘We'll be as quick as we can. Scott out." 

Kirk shut off his coeeunicator and put it down, then rolled over onto his back. “Why is it always us, why 
always the Enterprise? What the hell do all those other ships do?" 

"You were Chief of Operations for two and a half years," said Spock eildly. ‘You should be able to answer that 
better than ecst.° 

For awhile Kirk lay silent, then he chuckled. ‘Yeah, you always turn to the ship you know can get the job 
done." He looked over at Spock. ‘In ey time at Operations, that wasn’t the Enterprise." 

"] know." The softness of Spock’s voice surprised Kirk. Spock seiled slightly. “It is not the ship which is 
effective, it is the people who are aboard her. It is the one who is in coeeand..." 

"So you have said before," said Kirk quietly. He sat up and swung his legs over the side of the bed. ‘And 
once again I ae down here instead of up there with her. J have to sit planetbound when I should be in coeeand. I’e 
a starship captain, not a daened diploeat! * 

Spock reeained silent. He had been through this eany tiees when circuestances had forced Kirk to be off his 
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ship in tiaes of potential trouble. He knew it bothered Kirk badly each time it happened and experience had shown 
hia that if he let Kirk rant a little that he usually resolved his feelings soon enough. 

Kirk reached out for his clothes. ‘I’@ going for a walk," he Said in answer to Spock’s unasked question. ‘I 
won’t be gone long." 

Spock silently watched hia dress but aade no aove to stop hia. At ties like this Kirk had to work out his 
frustration on his own. He could be there as a vent for Kirk’s feelings, but he could not resolve his conflicts. 
That had to be done by Kirk hiaself, 

After Kirk had left, Spock got up, washed, then dressed. He quietly ade his way downstairs, noting absently 
that the sun was just starting to come up. He decided he would see what they could eat for breakfast. Doubtless 
Kirk would be hungry when he got back. 

Kirk was gone a long tiae. He took a long walk and after his gloom lifted a bit, became lost in the beauty and 
peace of the town and its surroundings. He noticed that without Spock at his side, the people did not appear to be 
scared of hia, only mildly curious. And where yesterday they had seen only aen, today he saw women and children, 
all dressed in the same colourful costuaes. It was obviously a noraal dress of the region. 

I’) beginning to feel @ bit drab, Kirk thought to hiaself. At least the old gold shirt would have fit in a 
little better. He laughed at his whiasy, then headed back to the house. 

Spock had aleost given up on Kirk’s returning before the breakfast was either stone cold or burnt black. How- 
ever, he was finally able to put eggs and sausage in front of hia, along with fresh, hot biscuits with aelted 
butter, and rich, new milk. Kirk was delighted and fell to with a vengeance, doing Spock’s cooking proud. Spock 
joined hia with a bowl of steaming, hot cereal which he knew Kirk did not like, so had not bothered aaking any for 
hia. 

As they ate, Kirk told Spock what he had seen as he had walked through the town. Spock asked hia aore about 
the Shangri-la he had spoken of, and Kirk told hia the full story of the aysterious land and its people. 

Spock sat silent, listening to the slight wistfulness in Kirk’s voice. fhe dreamer had never left this aan. 
He aight be disillusioned by the realities of life, but the appealing romantic was still there. Spock found hiaself 
absurdly happy at the thought. James 7. Kirk was a very complicated aan, at tiaes full of contradictions, 
definitely changed by the years since Spock had first eet hia, yet basically the same decent, coapelling person that 
had eventually caused Spock to reach out and adit need. 

Kirk finally leaned back with a satisfied groan. "Boy, I’ glad McCoy isn’t here. He would have blanched to 
see all that food disappear.’ 

Spock glanced at Kirk’s lean figure. "I do not think you need worry, Jia. You appear to have shed what ! 
believe Huaans refer to as ‘puppy fat’,‘ 

Kirk chuckled, "At ay age one does not suffer fron ‘puppy fat’, ay friend." He got up and started piling up 
dishes. "You cooked, I wash." 

Spock leaned back in his chair and watched Kirk as he worked. It amused hia to see Kirk in situations like 
this, so out of character fros the starship comaander he knew. With his sleeves pushed up and an apron tied around 
his waist, he looked sore like a kid doing his chores, just as he probably had when he was a faraboy back in Iowa. 

Kirk was just finishing when Magas appeared in the doorway. For a ainute he stood unnoticed by either of the 
Federation aen, his sharp eyes taking in the peaceful scene, sensing the easy cagaraderie that flowed between the 
two of thea. Kirk was just starting to untie his apron when he noticed Magas standing there. 

Magas noticed the instant cosaunication to Spock with no word passing between thea. He was also aware that the 
warath that had been emanating from the Vulcan was instantly suppressed and only the cool exterior that he had shown 
the day before was left. For a brief second Magas’ eyes flicked from one aan to the other, then he gave his quick 
bow. "Good sorning," he said with a seile. ‘I trust I have not interupted anything." 

Kirk glanced down at the apron in his hands, then grinned. "No," he said, "we were just exchanging chores. A 
long tera agreement - whoever cooks doesn’t have to wash the dishes." 

Magas glanced at Spock, noting that the same good huaour Kirk was exhibiting did not seem to be present in the 
Vulcan. Then he looked back at Kirk, ‘The Council of Elders have gathered, Captain. I have been sent to bring you 
to thea, that is, provided you still wish to talk." 

A puzzled expression crossed Kirk’s face. ‘I aost certainly do, Magas.° He looked over at Spock for a aoment, 
then back. ‘I hope neither of us has done anything to dispel that notion." 

"No, of course not," said Magas quicky. "If you will please follow ae..." 

Once again Kirk and Spock found theaselves hot-footing it through the town on the heels of the scurrying Magas. 
He took thea back to the building where he had first taken thea the day before, then up some long, winding stairs to 
a large open room. There was a long, bench-like structure down one side of the room and five aenwere sitting 
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there, all in the colourful) dress that Kirk and Spock had seen on the other aen outside. 

Magas bowed to the others. "This is Captain Jaees T. Kirk,” he said quietly. Kirk bowed slightly but there 
was no aoveaent from the others. All eyes were on Spock. Magas smiled apologetically at Kirk, then proceeded to 
introduce Spock just as Kirk had, as a Vulcan Science Officer, rank of Commander. Like Kirk had done, Spock 
inclined his head respectfully, his hands remaining behind his back. 

One by one, Magas introduced the silent amen, then turned to Kirk. "The Council of Elders, Captain. Now, what 
is it we can do for you?" 

Kirk glanced at Spock briefly, remeabering their conversation of the previous day, knowing that then he had no 
answer, that he did not know what his true feelings were, nor how truthfully he could represent the Federation. 
Even now he was still unsure, and he knew Spock knew. 

Finally he stepped forward. "Gentleaen, | represent a large group of peoples under one coaaon organization 
called the United Federation of Planets. It is the wish of the Federation that they becose known to you, that their 
ideas and..." 

Spock listened with half an ear to a speech he had heard Kirk give countless tiaes in the past. Kirk’s cape 
aight be tattered, but it was still blowing in the wind. The Federation was not perfect, but its representatives 
were also eaerely een and no aore perfect than that which they represented. Perhaps Kirk finally understood that by 
showing some degree of fallibility, they showed the Federation not as something that was perfect, but as something 
that strived to be the best for all its peoples. 

Finally Kirk was finished. Magas looked at the silent Council, then turned to Kirk. ‘You have told us auch, 
Captain, and we would like tiae to reflect upon it. You are free to aove through tha town, to go back to the house. 
I will find you when a decision has been reached." 

Kirk hesitated for a aoaent, then he bowed slightly. "We will be waiting for your decision,” he said with a 
Seile. He glanced at Spock who also bowed, then the two of thea turned and left. 

Magas turned to the Council. ‘Well?° 

"A persuasive presentation," said one, 

Magas looked at the others. ‘Anything else?° 

"He did not threaten the use of force." 

"Not yet," said another, "but how can we know that it will not happen if we refuse his words?° 

“There is no way of knowing..." 

"But what if...?° 

The debate started in earnest. Magas sat back and listened to all the doubts and fears of siaple, honest aen 
who had been hurt once too often through trust, yet een who still wanted to believe. 

Kirk and Spock wandered through the town until Kirk noticed that Spock was growing increasingly uncoafortable 
by the obvious fear he was causing. Wordlessly he steered their course back to the house by skirting the edge of 
the town, thereby avoiding aost of its inhabitants. 

Magas was waiting for thea in the yard, coafortably sitting in one of the large wooden chairs that was on the 
grass. His keen eyes noted the unusual direction of their approach. 

"You find our cliffs interesting, Captain?® he asked as he rose to his feet. "Not aany visitors risk going so 
close to thea." He watched intently for any reaction which Kirk or Spock aight show to his words, but there was 
none. 

"We find your whole world interesting, Magas," said Kirk. "I envy you living a@ong al] this beauty." The 
words were genuine and sincere. 

"Is your world so sterile, Captain?® 

For a eoment Kirk stood silent, then he shook his head. "No, sir, not ay world..." He hesitated, then looked 
up at the aountains and finally his eyes fell on Spock. A ware seile Jit his eyes, turning thea a burnished gold. 
"Not any longer," he said alaost to hiaself. Again, for a brief instant, Magas felt an emotional response froa the 
Vulcan, as if this Human at his side ruled his eaotions as well as possibly his life and his destiny. “But we are 
getting off the subject..." Kirk’s voice broke into Magas’ speculation. ‘Has the Council decided?* 

Magas nodded. "Yes, in away. They have decided they cannot decide. What your words offer they feel they 
have no authority to either accept or reject. Therefore they have asked that you be presented to the Bruiters." 

"The Bruiters?" echoed Kirk. 

"A higher authority, Captain, aore eapowered to aake decisions." 

"When can we aeet with thea?® 

"Oh, it will take a few days," said Magas. "They ara up there.’ 

"Up where?” Magas’ eyes swung to Spock who had asked one of his rare questions, intrigued by the vague wave of 
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Magas’ hand. 

"They are three days travel from here, Comaander. They dwell in Lugck, principal town of Lacton.® 

"How auch of up there is there? asked Kirk. To hia the gountain appeared to go straight up, although he 
assumed there was probably a road of some kind linking the towns together. 

“Lugck is at altitude thirteen, Captain Kirk. Crptx, where we are now, is at atitiude ten.’ 

Kirk glanced at Spock for help. ‘I would assume, Captain, it would mean thirteen thousand foot elevation since 
our sensors registered this particular location at ten thousand. ° 

Kirk frowned a little. ‘The air’s apt to start getting a bit thin for the aore delicate species up there." 

Spock barely suppressed a saile at Kirk’s statement. Delicate hardly described Kirk even though Spock was 
constantly jolted by the frailty of the Huaan species. 

"We will leave at noon tomorrow, Captain," said Magas. “There are places to rest on the way. Please be sure 
to say if you start to feel discoafort at any time during the travel.' 

"Rest assured that I shall, Magas,* said Kirk with a polite bow. ‘Until tosorrow?® 

Magas bowed and scuttled off, leaving Spock silently denying what Kirk had said. He aight craw) on his hands 
and knees, but he would never adait ’discoafort’, 

“Come on, Spock," said Kirk, poking hia in the ribs. “Let’s take a break, then I’1] cook dinner. You can wash 
up this time. I’m hanged if I’@ getting caught in an apron twice in one day!" 


They aade the journey in easy stages. When Kirk first discovered that they were going to be going on foot, he 
had a sinking vision of the two of thea trying to keep up with Magas’ unbelievably fast scuttle, but the aan kept 
his stride steady and they had no trouble keeping pace. 

Each night they stayed at a coafortable wayside inn. Magas noted how Kirk always acted as a buffer for Spock, 
seemingly protecting the Vulcan from the Lactons’ bigotry sore than from their fear of the pointed-eared stranger. 
Although they never spoke of thea, Kirk and Spock appeared to be familiar with the outsiders who had caused this 
fear, and Kirk went out of his way to atteapt to explain Spock’s differences. 

Unobtrusively Magas kept an eye on Kirk, @aking sure that he was not being affected by the altitude. He was 
not sure how he would be able to tell if Kirk was feeling unwell and was hesitant about inquiring. But as they eade 
their way up the steep road carved out of the aountainside, Kirk appeared to be feeling no ill effects. 

After three days of travel, the narrow mountain road widened out to reveal another fairy tale village built in 
a circular fashion in a natural hollow in the mountainside. The strong sun glinted off the any windows. People 
aoved briskly back and forth, intent on their business. As in the larger town below, these people were wearing the 
colorful dress of the region. , 

Kirk stood enthralled at the scene with the gany aajestic aountains clustered in the background. But Spock’s 
sharp eyes caught sight of the forbidding stone building set high over the village, aany of its tiny windows barred 
against the beauty of its surroundings. 

"Captain," he said quietly, pointing at his find, 

Kirk tore his gaze from the picture postcard village and followed Spock’s gesture. For a ainute he stood 
there, his eyes narrowing against the unstated menace of the place. Finally he turned to Magas. ‘What is that?* he 
asked. 

"A place, Captain, like any other, Come, it is growing late and I a@ sure you are tired and hungry. I will 
show you where you will be staying, where you can eat and refresh yourselves." After a last, long glance at the 
prison-like structure, Kirk and Spock followed hia. * 


“Jarawl!" The gan cage running forward and watched as Kirk and Spock walked by. He glanced at Secor, who 
nodded. ‘The Genrat will want to know there are strangers here. You have peraission to leave your station.* 
Quickly Jarawl saluted and disappeared down one of the narrow streets. 


Once again Magas took thea to a comfortable house, well-stocked with food and again having a spectacular view 
of the neighboring aountains. 

"I will go and tell the Bruiters that you are here,* said Magas. "Please make yourselves coafortable. It is 
late and you have covered quite a distance." His bright eyes fell on Kirk again, trying to assess his condition. 
"I aa sure that the Bruiters will aeet with you tomorrow. Until then..." With a bobbing bow, he was gone. 

Wearily Kirk made his way across to a comfortable-looking chair and flopped down. Now that Magas was gone, he 
could let hiaself go. He glanced up at Spock who was still standing just inside the door. "You’ve got an 
advantage," he said with a weary grin. "You grew upon Vulcan. Iowa is hardly above sea level.* He ran his hand 
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across his face. ")’a glad this place wasn’t another day’s travel from here." Instinctively he tried his cosauni- 
cator but there was no response. Wherever the Enterprise had gone, she obviously had not yet returned. 

"] will aake us sosething to eat, Jia, then you aust get to bed," said Spock quietly. "Tomorrow aay be a long 
day and you should be rested." 

"You’11 find no arguments on that score,® said Kirk, wearily leaning his head against the back of the chair, 
"but I think I could sleep forever and forget about the food.° 

"You eat first," said Spock firaly. 

Kirk grinned at his tone and disapproving look. ‘Yes, Mommy," he said. But when Spock returned with sose 
thick, steaming soup, Kirk was sound asleep in the chair. Smiling with fond exasperation, Spock woke hia and gave 
hia the aug. 

Sitting in the evening’s fading light, his eyes heavy with sleep, Kirk reminded Spock of a se@all child who had 
been allowed to stay up past his regular bedtime and was valiantly trying to stay awake. Finally Spock took the 
half-finished soup from Kirk and steered his into the bedroos. There he helped Kirk undress, knowing that if he had 


been left to his own devices he would have fallen on the bed fully clothed and been asleep in seconds. He pulled 
the covers back and sat Kirk down, then pushed hia gently to the aattress. Kirk snuggled down into the pillows as 
Spock pulled the blankets up over hia, and was asleep before they had settled, 

For a few @inutes Spock stood looking at his, then he quietly aade his way back down the stairs to clean up 
after their aeal. He sat in the growing dusk as it filled the house. For the first tise since they had arrived on 
Lacton, he felt a sense of unease, although he was not sure why. Perhaps it had something todo with the 
Oginous-looking building that Magas had seeaed reluctant to explain. Maybe it was because the natives’ obvious fear 
of his presence was finally getting to hia. 

Finally he got up. Worry would get hia nowhere and he needed sleep alaost as auch as Kirk. Silently he eade 
his way to the bedroom. Kirk had not stirred. He was still lying snuggled into the pillows. The pale light of 
Lacton’s twin goons travelled across the bed and fell on Kirk’s face, accenting his look of innocent vulnerability 
that was alaost always present when he slept, @aking spock’s heart ache to protect hia forever against all hurts. 


You saw? 

Yes, 

What do you think it neans? 

IT ap not sure. He leads hia, yeter. 
Yet he is the pore vulnerable. 

It does not follow. 

Ho. 

We will wait. 


Kirk was still asleep when Spock got up the next aorning. Carefully Spock checked to ake sure that Kirk’s 
sleep was noraal, then he quietly washed and dressed and aade his way down the stairs. He was surprised to find 
Magas sitting in the deep chair that Kirk had occupied the previous evening. Before he could say anything, Magas 
had bounced to his feet. 

"Ah, good aorning, Coamander," he said. ‘l apologize for coaing so early but I was concerned about your 
Captain and case to inquire after hia before I met with the Bruiters. I trust he is well?" 

Spock was once sore aware of Magas’ intense scrutiny and was beginning to find it a bit tiresome. However, he 
did not let any of his emotion surface. His feelings were not isportant here. "Captain Kirk is quite well, Magas, 
thank you for asking. He is sleeping now. He was rather tired by the sharp climb. He is not used to conditions at 
this height." 

"So I gathered. However, it does not appear to affect you." 

Spock shook his head. "I grew up on a very different world. I am used to the thin ateosphere and can easily 
accosaodate - something which he cannot do. ° 

"And this concerns you?" 

Spock looked at hia sharply. What was Magas after? ‘No, not really. Provided he does not overexert hiaself, 
he should not run into difficulty.* 

"] aa pleaased to hear this. Then J shall present your request to appear before the Bruiters, but I think that 
tosorrow will do aS well as today. In that way your Captain will be able to get the rest he needs. Is that satis~ 
factory to you?" 

Spock nodded, relieved at being able to let Kirk sleep. “That is aost satisfactory, Magas. Thank you for your 
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understanding. 

It was late evening before Kirk made his appearance. He had not bothered dressing but had pulled on a robe he 
had found which was auch too large for hia, the sleeves falling down over his hands, the sash dragging along the 
ground behind hia. 

“Good aorning,” he Said with a sheepish grin. “How long did I sleep?" 

"Twenty-two hours, forty-seven ainutes,* replied Spock. 

“Ua, guess | needed it. What happened about the Bruiters?" Spock told hi about Magas’ early aorning visit. 
When he finished, Kirk looked toward the kitchen. “Is there anything to eat? 1’a starving!" 

As in the house they had shared in the lower village, the kitchen was well-stocked with a large variety of 
food. They each fixed what they wanted and took it to the yard outside to watch the aagnificent sunset as they ate. 
They were just finishing when Magas cage scuttling along. As Kirk watched hia approach, he was once again grateful 
that Magas had not aoved at that pace as they had aade their way up to Lugck. 

MagasS was delighted to see Kirk and after inquiring how he was feeling, he iaparted the news that the Bruiters 
would aeet with thea the following day. He would arrive about aid-aorning, if that was agreeable with thea, to take 
thea to the eeeting hall. Assured that it was acceptable, Magas scuttled off, politely refusing the offer of 
dinner. 

“Well," said Kirk as he got to his feet, being careful not to step on the dragging edges of his robe, “I, for 
one, a@ going to hit the sack again. I’a still feeling a bit pooped." He put up little protest when Spock said he 
would wash up and was sound asleep when the Vulcan made his way to their shared bedrooa, 


Kirk resisted the urge to rubberneck at the ornate trappings of the large chaabers Magas had taken thea to. 
They had been decorated by an obvious craftsman, the ceiling depicting what could only be scenes of this culture’s 
history. Beautifully stitched handaade tapestries hung along the walls, smaller tapestries bordered the long table 
where the gold robed Bruiters sat. Qut of the corner of his eye he could see Spock had given in and was staring at 
the ceiling. 

As he had done before, Magas introduced Kirk and Spock, then quietly aoved to a far corner of the room to watch 
the proceedings. 

Freden, who introduced hiaself as Srander of the Bruiters, rose to his feet. "It is a pleasure to aeet you, 
Captain Kirk. Magas has told us of you and...° 

"A aopsent, Freden." The voice cage froa behind thea. Kirk and Spock turned to see a figure dressed coapletely 
in black entering. 

“Genrat Plas, we are indeed honoured," said Freden quietly. 

“IT doubt that. Why was I not inforaed there was to be a aeeting?" His cold eyes bored into the silent een. 

“Well, J..suh, that is..." Freden looked at the others for support and received none. Kirk and Spock 
exchanged glances. 

"It is of no aatter," said Plas. "You aay continue.” He walked over to a bench and sat down, his eyes raking 
over the Starfleet officers. 

Freden cleared his throat. “We understand froa what Magas has said that the Council of Elders in Crptx sent 
you to us. May I ask what we can do for you?" 

Kirk glanced at Spock, then he drew a deep breath and again started what he referred to as his ’pitch’. Stand- 
ing at Kirk’s side, Spock was very aware that Plas’ eyes never left hie. It was hard to tell if he was listening to 
Kirk at all. Suddenly he was aware that Kirk had finished talking and everyone, including Kirk, was staring at hia. 
Puzzled, he looked at Kirk. 

“Freden just asked you a question,” said Kirk quietly, his eyes puzzled and a little worried. 

"I apologize, sir," said Spock. ‘My ind was on other things...° 

"Such as battle readiness?" Plas’ question was so unexpected that for a aoment no one responded. 

Then Spock shook his head. ‘No, sir, I a@ a Vulcan. My people abhor violence in any fora." 

"Yet you serve hia," challenged Plas, jabbing his ara toward Kirk. 

“That is correct," said Spock aildly. ‘Captain Kirk is ay cosaanding officer. 

“And Mister Spock is ay friend," broke in Kirk quietly. "His people and aine have been at peace for aany aore 
years than any of us has been alive.* Kirk’s eyes held Plas’ with a silent challenge. Instinctively Spock soved 
closer to Kirk but, to his surprise, Plas reaained silent. 

Freden looked from one to the other, then cleared his throat again. “We have understood your words, Captain 
Kirk. You said your Federation would welcome us. Is it the truth that you spoke?" 

“Where do you find doubts, sir?" asked Kirk quietly. He was surprised at his own words. In years past he 


88 


would never have asked that question. 

"You stated your Federation believes that all worlds and peoples had a right to their own lives. We find that 
difficult to believe." 

For a moment Kirk remained silent. Once he had believed that to be true, but in the past couple of years he 
had seen a lot of aanipulation by diplomats. "Freden,® he said slowly, “l will be as honest as I can. In every 
place you find aen with ideals and een with their own interests at heart. The Federation contains both but, for the 
aost part, the idealists prevail.’ 

"You say your Federation would welcome us," said Plas coldly. “ls it not sore true that perhaps we have 
something you want?" 

Kirk could feel Spock’s silent support as he turned to look at Plas. For some reason he couldn’t define, he 
felt open and naked under the astute questioning. He took a deep breath, ‘Yes, sir, you are correct in your 
assuaption that there is something that the Federation wants. But know this - should Lacton decide against allying 
itself with the Federation, that wish shall be honoured. What is yours will re@ain yours." Plas snorted derisively, 
openly disbelieving. 

Freden looked at the others, then turned back to Kirk. ‘And just what is it your Federation wants that we 
possess?" 

"A substance called Triosis, sir.* 

Freden looked surprised. "Such a coagon substance? For that you and your friend have possibly risked your 
lives!* 

"Freden '" Plas’ voice cut through the rooa like a knife. 

"Captain..." Once again Magas was hovering at Kirk’s elbow. “l believe you have done all you can here. 
Please cope with ee." He bowed politely to the Bruiters and turned, totally ignoring Plas. For a soent Kirk 
hesitated, then he did the same, followed by Spock. Within seconds, they were back out on the street, headed for 
the seal] house. 

"Magas," asked Kirk as they walked along, “who is Plas?° 

"Plas is the Genrat.* 

Kirk looked at Spock. “Js that translating?° 

Spock shook his head. ‘Negative, Captain.’ 

Kirk turned back to Magas. “Exactly what is a Genrat, and what did Freden aean about us risking our lives?" 

They turned into the seal] yard surrounding the house, then Magas turned to Kirk. ‘Captain, I aust return to 
the others. Please, aake yourselves coafortable. 1 shal) return for you when a decision has been reached." Bowing 
slightly, he scuttled off, 

"That is what I would call a strange reaction, Mister Spock,’ said Kirk with a frown as he watched Magas 
quickly disappear down the street. “I’d feel better if the Enterprise was in orbit. This Plas character doesn’t 
seea to like you very auch.” 

"IT would igagine he sees no difference between Vulcans and Roaulans." 

"Ua, I remeaber others having that sae problea." 

For a aoaent Spock felt his throat tighten as he remeabered the bigotry radiating from Lieutenant Stiles those 
@any years ago. But aore than that, he remeabered Kirk’s defense of hia in front of everyone else, saying without 
words that the Vulcan was his friend - the friend that Spock had never before had in his life. 

"Spock, are you all right?" Kirk’s voice brought hia back to the present. 

Spock flushed slightly. "Yes," he Said abruptly. He looked at Kirk. "Might 1 suggest you get sose eore 
sleep? You still look rather worn out." 

"Il think old age is creeping up on ae," Kirk Said ruefully. "There was once a tiae | could dance up the side 
of a mountain." 

"Not at thirteen thousand feet," said Spock. "One does not move excessively at this altitude unless one were 
born to it. 

"Yeah, well, thanks for the vote of confidence. But ! think 1’1] take your advice and have a nap. I’1) aake 
dinner tonight if you wake ae up in tiae." Spock nodded, and Kirk took hiaself wearily off to bed. 

Spock remained out in the yard after Kirk had left. The day was ware and pleasant and he let hiaself becoee 

“lost in the beauty of the aosent. He did not notice the arrival of Plas and his aen. A slight noise caused hia to 
open his eyes, only to find hiaself surrounded by araed aen. He slowly rose to his feet, careful to keep his hands 
quiet at his sides. 

"Where is your Commander?" asked Plas shortly. 

“He is upstairs, asleep." 
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Plas snorted. "A likely story, Roaulan.' 

Spock’s eyes darkened. "I am not a Rogulan, sir. J ama Vulcan..." 

"You expect ae to believe that? You are like the others who have come before and you will be dealt with in the 
sage way." He lifted his weapon a little higher. “Hand over your protection." For a aoment Spock hesitated, then 
he took out his phaser and gave it to Plas. 

Plas turned to a couple of his aen. "Go and get the other one, bring hia here." As he saw Spock tense, he 
touched his weapon lightly and the stunning spark put Spock onto his knees, "That was just a warning," Said Plas. 
He gave Spock a few ainutes to recover and then ordered hia back onto his feet. When Spock was finally standing 
again, Plas reached out his hand. "No doubt you have friends who are expecting you to contact thea. I want your 
comaunicating device." 

Spock looked at hia, wondering how far he could push. They were on a delicate diploaatic aission and he had to 
be careful. Starfleet had underlined the importance of success. Briefly he wondered if they would consider it 
worth their lives, 

Kirk’s arrival aomentarily distracted both of thea. He was shoved over to stand beside Spock. ‘What the 
hell’s going on here?" he demanded, his anger alaost wiping the tired lines froa his face. 

"The Bruiters have ade their decision," said Plas quietly. 

"More likely you aade it for thea. You rule by fear, Plas, a aost inefficient aethod." 

"That is debatable," said Plas coldly. ‘Search thea," he ordered. "Take any weapons and other devices you 
tind, then bring thea." a 


Kirk lay curled up on the aattress that was lying in the corner of the cell, his hand pressing hard against his 
aching head. He had no idea how long he had been there - it seemed forever. He had been separated fro Spock as 
soon as they had arrived at the grey rock prison and pushed into this cell. 

It was shortly after that that he started feeling sick. His head had been aching on and off for a couple of 
days before Plas had taken thea. It usually started during the night. He had said nothing to Spock about it. 
Headaches were nothing unusual and if Spock had suspected anything, he had not comaented on it. 

But now he had gore than a headache. Due to the tension of their situation, or whatever the reason, he was 
finding it very difficult to sleep and would frequently wake up during the night. Now his eyes felt gritty and 
tired froa lack of sleep. Even lying stl] on the aattress he felt exhausted. He had aeanaged to doze a little but 
that was all, 

A noise disturbed hia. Raising his head, he saw a bowl being shoved in under the door. He rolled over with a 
groan and got up. Retrieving the bowl, he went and sat down on the aattress again. He ate a couple of aouthfuls 
before his stoaach started churning. He put the bow] aside and leaned back against the wall, wondering if he was 
possibly allergic in some way to what they were feeding hia, or if he really was coming down with some sort of bug. 
A damned inconvenient tine to get sick, he thought to hiaself. 

Finally he curled up on the mattress again, his head hurting aore than ever. He wondered where Spock was and 
if he was al] right. Plas’ obvious hate had been aimed directly at the Vulcan. Kirk knew he should be up and 
trying to escape, get to Spock somehow. He had tried once to no avail and now he couldn’t seea to acquire the 
energy to get off the mattress. He was worried about Spock and tried to convince hiaself that Plas would not hurt a 
Federation representative, but each tiae he eanaged to reassure hiaself, Freden’s words about risking their lives 
would come back to hia. His feeling of listless apathy scared hie but he seeaed unable to do anything about it. 


Unlike Kirk, Spock was not enjoying the relative safety of aprison cell. In the 2.7 days Plas had held thea, 
Spock had undergone extensive questioning that was often abusive. He had replied to none of it except to inquire 
where Kirk was, but his question was never answered. Finally Plas had coapletely lost his patience and ordered his 
aen to take Spock and coaplete the standard instructions. 

Now, for one of the few tiaes in his life, Spock was experiencing cold fear. He had tried to blank his aind 
against it, to let his Vulcan control establish serenity, but he had failed badly. 

He was finally alone but not altogether sure he was happy about it. His hands were tightly tied and he was 
hanging froa a ropa attached to his wrists. He had been lowered back against the rock, his bound hands @aking it 
{apossible to get hold of the rope. And he dared not move, for before he was left alone the rope froa which he was 
hanging had been cut in half, and the rest of it was gradually unravelling, sending his body centiaeter by 
centiaeter down the mountain. It was only a matter of time before the inevitable separation which would drop hia to 
be s@ashed on the rocks far below. * 
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“The other one is here, Plas.‘ 

"Bring hia in." Kirk was brought before him, his hands tightly bound in front of hia. Plas noted the signs of 
fatigue, putting it down to strain of iaprisonaent. 

"Good aorning, Captain,” he said politely. 

“Where is Commander Spock?" There was no atteapt to hide the barely controlled anger and worry. 

“He is no longer a threat to you or to us." Plas got up. ‘I will give you one chance, Captain. If I give you 
one of your coma@unicating devices, will you leave Lacton?® 

"Not without Spock. * 

"Kirk, we have had others like your friend here before. It has always been necessary to elisinate thea before 
trouble started..." 

"Spock is not like those others! He’s a Vulcan, not a Roaulan. His race hates violence!" In spite of hiaself, 
Kirk had to press his hands against his pounding teaple, sudden pain aosentarily aaking hia forget the predicament 
he was in. A few seconds later the pain began to subside. As he brought his hands down, he was suddenly aware of 
two things: Plas was reaching out towards hia, and, on the table behind the Genrat lay two Federation comaunicators. 
He didn’t take time to think about the consequences of his actions. As Plas reached hia, Kirk brought his hands 
down hard and Plas cruapled to the floor, his fall silenced by Kirk catching hia before he hit and gently placing 
hia down. Then he straightened up and grabbed the comaunicators off the table, but his quick atteapt to contact the 
Enterprise went for naught. He made a fast search but found no sign of their phasers anywhere. 

Finally fe looked around and stopped short. How on earth was he going to get out of here? There was only one 
door and he knew that there had to be guards on the other side. During his quick search for the phasers, he had 
found nothing that would help hia cut the rope from his hands. Then he noticed there were no bars on the windons. 
Silently he ran across the room and looked out. He quickly scanned the jutting rock. It would be a tricky cliab, 
but not iapossible. With his hands tied it would be tough going but he had to get free of this place if there was 
any hope of helping Spock. 

He caught hold of the window ledge and swung hiaself over, carefully lowering hiaself until his feet sanaged to 
find a secure hold. Slowly, painfully, he aade his way to the ground. By the tiae he aade it to the road he was 
gasping for breath and forced to sit down on an outcropping of rock, unable to go any further. Involuntarily he 
looked back up at the stone fortress. He had no idea how long it would be before he was sissed. He should get away 
now, think of some way of finding Spock, but somehow he couldn’t seea to euster the energy to aove. It was alaost 
as if Something was holding hia down. He leaned back against the rock face, his body starting to treable from the 
sustained tension and afteraath of his cliab. How could he find Spock? How long were they going to be aarooned on 
this accursed planet? 

"Captain?" 

Kirk’s head jerked up in surprise at the sound of Magas’ voice. MagaS was standing in front of hia, his bright 
eyes taking in Kirk’s dirty and dishevelled clothing, his bound hands. 

"You escaped from Plas, Captain. Not @any do." He looked at Kirk sharply. “Plas still lives?" 

"Yes," Kirk said wearily as he pushed hiaself to his feet. Magas took note of his pale face and treabling body 
but said nothing as he untied Kirk’s hands. “Magas," Kirk continued, ‘you aust tell ae what’s going on! Where’s 
Spock? What control does Plas have? Who is he?" 

“Captain, you do not have auch tige and it gay already be too late for your friend. 

Cold fear filled Kirk and his face, if possible, grew more pale. ‘Magas, you aust tell ae!" 

"Yes, yes, but you aust prepare,,.° 

“For what?" 

"You aust leave, go back to where you cage froa." 

“Magas, I can’t. I won’t leave without Spock, and the ship that brought us here has had to leave for a few 
days..." 

"You are stranded?* 

“Not exactly, but there is no way we can leave until it returns.‘ 

“That is very bad, Captain. Plas will surely be after you." 

“The Bruiters... 

“Have no power, Captain. They aeet those from the outside, listen to their words, but it is the Genrat who 
gakes the decisions." 

"The Genrat? What does that aean?" 

“Genrat?" For a moment Magas looked puzzled. “Plas is the head of the military. We are a pee) state, 
Captain Kirk. They are the ones who aake and enforce the laws.‘ 
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Suddenly the tera translated and Kirk was astounded that he hadn’t thought of it earlier. Genrat - general, it 
was so obvious! Why had he aissed it? Why had they all aissed it in the sase way as they had eissed the obvious 
connection between Spock and the Roaulans? What was it about this place that was blocking obvious answers? 

Magas’ urgent voice broke into Kirk’s thought. ‘I will gather everything you will need for your flight, 
Captain." 

"Flight?" 

"You cannot stay here or you will surely die. While you go to see if you can aid your friend, J will get what 
you need. J will seet you on the outskirts of the town.’ 

"You know where Spock is?° * 


The rope gave a little gore. Spock held his breath. A few ainutes before he had looked up to see only a few 
strands still attached. That aoveaent had caused further separation. Now he hung with his eyes tightly shut as he 
cosposed hiaself. [t was going to happen. There was nothing he could do to stop it. 

He slipped another ailliaeter. Unconsciously he braced his back against the saooth rock, trying to find any 
sort of ahold. The soveaent caused further slipping. He drew a slightly unsteady breath as he felt the last bit 
of rope steadily unravel and braced hiaself for the drop. 

Which never came. Suddenly there was a fire pressure on the rope and he felt hieself start to be pulled 
steadily upwards. He found he couldn’t aove, his body was aomentarily liep from shock. Strong hands grabbed hie 
under the ares and dragged hia away froa the edge of the cliff. Suddenly he was surrounded by warath as his rescuer 
collapsed onto the ground, his breath coming in shuddering gulps. 

For a aopent they lay still, then Spock looked at the gasping fora of his Captain. "You cut your tising a 
kittle fine this tise, Jia." 

"Sorry,* panted Kirk, ‘"I’a a...little...out of practice...running up...@ountains. What the...hell did you 
think you were...doing?® 

"I believe I was presuaed to be a Rogulan," replied Spock slowly, finally bringing his aching areas down froe 
over his head. “It would appear they seet as unpleasant an end as possible.” 

"I would tend to agree,” replied Kirk, having somewhat caught his breath. He quickly untied Spock’s hands and 
gave hia his comaunicator. "Come on, we’ve got to get out of here.’ 

"Exactly where are we going?" 

"T have no idea. Magas is planning some sort of escape for us. [’a afraid that I’ve aanaged to get Plas 
rather annoyed at @e. He’s not going to be far behind." He turned and started down the aountain, leaving Spock no 
tise to ask any questions. Within a short tiae they cage to the town and Magas was waiting as he had promised he 
would be. 

"I have everything you need,” he said quickly. ‘You have little time. Hurry!" 

Kirk looked at the backpacks. ‘What is this? Where are we going?" 

"Up there,” said Magas, pointing up at the mountain, its snow-covered top shrouded in clouds. "To safety, up 
there. * 

"What is up there?" asked Spock. ‘A bare aountain holds no protection." 

"Please," said Magas, "do not ask questions. To go down the aountain is certain death. The only safety is up.’ 
He looked around. ‘Plas will be looking for you by now. If you delay, he will catch you. Please, go!" 

"The gan has a point, Spock. Maybe we can find a cave or something and hide out until the Enterprise 
returns." He lifted one of the packs. ‘Shall we go?" 

Magas noted the concerned way Spock was looking at Kirk. The Hugan was clearly unwell, even though he was 
aaking a good effort to hide the fact. He was very pale and the hands that held the pack were treabling. But, to 
Magas’ surprise, Spock made no comment. It was obvious Kirk did not want to worry Spock and it was just as obvious 
that Spock was atteapting to hide the fact that he knew. Their concern and care for each other was something Magas 
had never seen expressed before. 

With a dubious look on his face, Spock picked up the other pack. When Kirk turned to thank Magas, the aan was 
gone. For a soment he stood silent, then turned to Spock. 

"It appears to be a nice day for hiding, Mister Spock. We'd better get started before company arrives." Spock 
nodded in silent agreeaent and the two of thea started up the aountain. 


They are coping, 


Have any ever reached us before? 
Ho, 
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Then why worry? 

Because these are... 

Different? 

Yes, 

In what way? 

They both told and live their truth. 
Me will wait, 


The Bruiters were sitting in silence when Plas burst into the rooe, ‘Where is he?® 

Freden rose to his feet. ‘Who are you looking for?" 

"The stranger we took froe you." 

"He has not been here. We have no knowledge of his whereabouts." 

"Who would?° 

"You know without asking. 

Magas was still standing at the outskirts of the town when Plas and his een finally found hie. ‘You are tread- 
ing dangerous ground," said Plas in a menacing voice. 

"Perhaps, Said Magas quietly. 

"Where is he?" 

"You eean ’where are they’?° 

“What are you Saying, old aan?° 

"They are together again, as they should be.* 

"You have interfered, Magas. It is not allowed." 

Magas shook his head, °I have done nothing. If you want thea badly enough, they are still yours for the 
taking. But reeeeber what is written..." 

Plas glared at Magas. "You have sent thea up the eountain, haven’t you?" 

"Have [7° 

"They will die before they reach the top." 

Magas nodded. ‘It is possible. No one has survived before.‘ 

"Because of the protection of ay aen. We are the superior force - they cannot escape us." 

"lf that is what you wish to believe." 

Plas turned away in anger. He called to his sen and they disappeared back into the town. Magas knew they 
would shortly be after the two Federation een. He glanced up at the eountain but Kirk and Spock had long since 
disappeared froa sight. 

"Keep your thoughts upon thee," he said softly, "These are not like the others who have coee before. They 
will prove by their actions the truths they live." He turned and eade his way back into the town. His job was 
done. With their ship gone, it was now up to Kirk and Spock whether they lived or died. 


Kirk looked over his shoulder. "I would ieagine they’!! follow us. I only wish I knew how euch of a head 
start we have.° 

"It is pointless to worry about unknowns, Jie. Doubtless they will follow and we eust reeain alert. But | 
highly doubt if they are any eore fit for this clieb than we are, even if they are eountain dwellers. The ones who 
took ee to the cliff face were in worse condition than I ae.’ 

"I suppose you eade it sieple for thee to take you there, too," said Kirk drily. 

"T would say 50, considering the fact that I did not want to hurt anyone, keeping in @ind the intent of our 
eission here.’ 

Kirk snorted. ‘I think we can safely assuee we've blown the eission. Not a very auspicious start after 
pounding on Nogura’s desk and telling hia I was the best ean for the job." 

"You are," said Spock quietly. 

Kirk glanced over at hia but didn’t answer. He shifted his backpack to a eore coefortable position, then 
looked up. “It’s been a while since I’ve really eountain cliebed.®° His eyes narrowed as he looked at the 
Cloud-shrouded top. "I hope we can find soeewhere to hide out before we get too far up. That looks like a pretty 
stiff haul." 

Spock’s gaze followed his. ‘Not only that, Captain, but I would estimate those clouds are about fifteen 
thousand feet. I wonder how euch eore of the eountain there is above that?° 

*T wouldn’t even hazard a guess," said Kirk. Again he looked behind thea but there was no sign of anyone 
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following. “Well,” he said resignedly, "I guess we'd better hot-foot it while we’re on ground we can handle.’ 

It was practically dark when they stopped. They had kept going long after Spock had wanted to stop, his worry 
growing over Kirk’s harsh and laboured breathing. Finally they found a place which afforded some shelter and, sore 
iaportant, was defensible. Kirk eased the backpack off his aching shoulders and lowered it onto the ground. 

Spock had already opened his and was pulling out the contents. His eyebrows rose at the coapleteness - a saall 
tent, food, a stove and some coabustible aaterial to light it. 

"It would appear someone was ready for this,® said Kirk, who was sitting on the ground, his back resting 
against the rocks. He kicked his own pack over with his foot. ‘Here, you sight as well look at aine. I don’t have 
the energy at the aoaent." 

Spock opened Kirk’s pack and found two lightweight sleeping bags, some insulated cliabing suits and gloves, and 
two pairs of cliabing boots. 

*I’a sure they’re even the right size," said Kirk drity. "Spock, why do I get the feeling all this was 
planned?° 

Spock looked at hia curiously but ade no comment. He stood up. ‘] will gather some wood for a fire," he 
said. 

Kirk glanced down the quickly darkening aountain. "! guess it’s safe enough as long as we keep it seall. Go 
ahead, 1I’1] start dinner.’ 

But when Spock got back, Kirk was still sitting, leaning against the rocks, his head resting on his folded ares 
which were propped up on his raised knees. He took no notice of Spock’s return, nor did he reply to Spock’s 
greeting. Casting a worried glance in Kirk’s direction, Spock piled the wood in a rock shelter, then busied hiaself 
getting the tent set up and the stove going. He searched through the supplies and brought out soe soup which was 
s00n bubbling on the hot stove. 

As it heated, Spock filled the canteens he had found in the packs fro@ the container of water he had collected, 
then he built a small fire, enough so they could see each other but built in the shelter of an overhang so it could 
not be spotted by anyone coming up on thea. 

"Jia?" Gently Spock shook hia. Kirk had not stirred since Spock’s return, although the Vulcan was sure he 
wasn’t sleeping. ‘Jia, the soup is ready.’ 

Finally Kirk looked up. Spock was puzzled by his uncharacteristic apathy. For several seconds he appeared to 
be disoriented. "Soup?" he said finally. 

"Dinner," said Spock firaly. “We have no idea how far we’re going to have to cliab. You’ve got to eat to keep 
up your strength.® He held out the aug, Slowly Kirk reached out and took it. 

"The wind is picking up," said Spock quietly. ‘It might be more coafortable to eat this in the tent. 1711 put 
out the fire.® He waited to eake sure Kirk was going to get up, then he went and buried the fire, aaking sure no 
trace was left before he also aade his way to the shelter of the tent. 

While Spock was concerning hiaself with the fire, Kirk carefully poured his soup down a seall crevice in the 
rocks. His stomach lurched at the sere thought of eating, but he knew Spock would be upset if he thought there was 
anything wrong. He was buried deep in his sleeping bag feigning sleep, the eapty aug by his side, when Spock 
finally cage into the tent. He fought to keep his breathing deep and even, but even at rest he felt strangely 
breathless. Try as he would, he found it aleost iapossible to keep breathing noraally. 

Spock slipped into his sleeping bag and sat watching Kirk, occasionally taking a swatlow of steaging soup. 
Never once did Kirk stir, never once did his breathing change. Spock knew there was no way he could be asleep; the 
pattern wasn’t noraal. What is he trying to hide? Spock wondered to hiaself. What is wrong? Could sonething 
possibly have happened to hia at the prison? Spock knew what he had undergone while he was at the prison and none 
of it would have led to this type of reaction. 

Finally he put his aug down and settled deeper into his bag. He did not plan to sleep, at least not until Kirk 
did and froa all signs, sleep was not about to come to the Huean. 

By the tie Kirk crawled out of his sleeping bag the next sorning, Spock was already up and had breakfast 
ready. Kirk’s face was drawn and his eyes red-riaeed and tired, but Spock @ade no comaent. Kirk was still holding 
it in so Spock pretended not to notice. But he was relieved when he saw Kirk roll up the sleeping bags, then 
diseantle the tent and pack thea. He took the aug Spock handed hia. ‘More soup?® 

Spock nodded. ‘It appears to be the staple,” he said non-committally. Then he got up and ruamaged through one 
of the packs, finally getting out the insulated climbing suits. ‘I think we had better dress properly for this,” he 
said, tossing one across to Kirk. ‘These uniforas were not designed for aountain cliabing." 

Kirk forced down the soup, knowing that he had to eat something. Then he quickly shed his Starfleet unifore 
and put on the cliabing suit. Within ainutes they were on their way, Kirk finding that the pack was auch easier to 
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carry with the padded suit. Kirk let Spock set the pace and forced hieself to keep up, the whole time feeling sick 
and exhausted, and finding it sore and gore difficult to catch his breath. But he let Spock stop only when he found 
it absolutely iapossible to keep going. 

Finally Spock couldn’t stand it any longer and called a halt, troubled by Kirk’s pale face and distressed 
breathing. Kirk made no effort to argue and thankfully slipped off his pack, then sat down on top of it. He would 
have given anything for some of McCoy’s homestyle gedicine, or at least a couple of pills that aight control his 
headache and nausea, but all he got was a stick of some kind of high-energy food. 

He sat looking at it unenthusiastically while Spock took an experieental bite of his. ‘Meatless," he reported, 
"and it has quite a pleasant taste." He aade a pointed look at the untouched stick in Kirk’s hand. 

Slowly Kirk raised it to his aouth, wondering if he would be able to swallow it. As he did so, he glanced down 
the mountain and stiffened, Instantly Spock was at his side. 

"Daan," Said Kirk under his breath, "they aren’t having any problea tracking us." He reached down for his pack 
as Spock shrugged into his own. "No @ore pit stops, I guess." 

Spock looked at the distant figures. "I doubt if they are capable of moving any faster than we are." 

A somentary heaviness washed through Kirk. "I hope not," he said quietly. ‘"Coee on, let’s get going.’ 

It was well after dark before Kirk and Spock finally stopped. They had been aaking little progress, mostly 
just slipping and falling as they tried to scramble up the ever-steepening rock face. Spock finally caught hold of 
Kirk’s are. 

"Jia, we are tiring ourselves uselessiy. J a sure the others have stopped by now." 

Kirk reluctantly agreed and they eased off their packs. They were far out of the wooded area so there was no 
hope of building a fire. Once again Kirk couldn’t find the strength or willpower to do anything to help Spock set 
up their seal] camp. The Vulcan put up the tent to shelter thea from the wind which seemed to have picked up in the 
late afternoon and become bitter as the sun disappeared. Then he cage and got Kirk up and guided hia into the tent 
and into his sleeping bag, leaving his cliabing suit on for extra warath. When he case back into the tent with a 
aug of hot soup, he found Kirk sitting with his head in his hands. 

"Are you all right, Jia?" he asked, finally unable to silently ignore Kirk’s obvious suffering. 

Kirk looked up. ‘Yeah, just the usual headache," He said, rubbing his hands over his teaples. "How far do you 
think we’ve come?" He said nothing about his increasing periods of silent apathy, so Spock did not aention it. 

Spock handed Kirk a aug of Soup and slipped down into his sleeping bag before answering. "I would estiaate we 
are at an altitude of about fifteen thousand feet." He took a sip of his soup. “It is fortunate that the 
ateosphere of this planet reaches so high." He took another swallow of soup. "l# for some reason we have to go 
above twenty thousand feet, we will be in trouble. The oxygen thins out about then." 

Kirk frowned. "l’@ not altogether sure 1 can go another five thousand feet,” he said quietly, alaost to 
hiaself. 

"Especially if you continue to refuse to eat," said Spock equally quietly. Kirk started to protest but Spock 
held up his hand. ‘You ate a little soup this aorning. What else have you eaten or drunk in the past twenty-four 
hours?" 

Kirk closed his gouth again. Spock had not said straight out that he knew Kirk was sick but he had done every- 
thing else but. Kirk looked at his aug for a aoment, then took a aouthful and swallowed hard. He lay silent for a 
aoment, then took another sip. This one appeared to go down aore easily. 

Neither spoke again as they finished their seal, then Spock got out of his sleeping bag and took Kirk’s aug. 
By the tise he had cleaned up and aade his way back to the tent, Kirk was lying quietly on his side, He took no 
Notice of Spock and once again Spock was fairly sure he wasn’t asleep. He quietly got back into his sleeping bag 
and settled down to wait. 

Kirk was curled up in silent aisery, his ares wrapped around his queasy sto@ach. He wished his head would stop 
pounding, it’s persistence over the past couple of days was starting to get hia down. He tried to lie still, 
wishing that sleep would overcome hia. But, in spite of being so tired, he never managed aore than a few ainutes of 
restless sluaber. 

Spock lay fully awake listening, as he had the night before, to Kirk’s laboured breathing and restless soves. 
He knew that he would get no sleep that night. 

It took three atteapts for Spock to get Kirk up the next sorning. Kirk was awake but he took absolutely no 
notice of Spock. Finally Spock almost dragged hia out of his sleeping bag. ‘Come on, Jia, we’ve got to get ready to 
aove." 

Kirk finally responded. He slowly straightened up, then aoved slightly away from Spock. He ran his hands over 
his eyes, then dropped thea. "No sign of our friends yet?" 
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Spock looked down the still-black ountain, then at the faint crack of light that announced the start of the 
dawn. "Not yet," he replied. “I doubt if they will try to @ove until the light gets better. They aay want us, but 
I doubt if they want to die while doing it.* 

"I hope you’re right," said Kirk. He slowly ade his way to sose low rocks and sat down. Spock handed hia a 
aug of soup. For a ginute he sat staring at it, then put it down and pressed his hands hard against his teeples and 
rubbed firaly for a few seconds. 

"Jie?" 

Kirk looked up but the s@ile that touched his lips did not reach his eyes. "Saae damn headache," he said, 
“only now l’ve got bellringers in ay head as well. Sure wish I had some of McCoy’s little red pills." He dropped 
his hands. "Don’t worry, it’]] probably clear up once I’m fully awake and on the aove." He reached down, but 
instead of his fingers connecting with the cup, his hand accidentally sent it spinning off into the darkness. 

Spock quickly finished his soup and poured sore out for Kirk. He stood up and handed the cup to Kirk, then 
turned and started packing the loose gear into the backpacks. Unobtrusively, he kept an eye on Kirk as he 
practically gagged the soup down. When Kirk had finished, Spock handed hia his pack, aaking no sention of the fact 
that he had taken gost of the equipsent out of it and put it in his own. If Kirk had noticed hie doing it, he sade 
no coaaent. 

By aid-aorning they had hit the first of the snow, which aade their climbing such aore difficult. They were 
both silent as they slogged along, struggling up the slippery rocks, boosting and pulling each other up and over the 
difficult spots. 

Finally Spock left Kirk in a sheltered area and went back to see if the others were closing the distance, but 
he couldn’t see any sign of thes. As he neared the place where he had left Kirk, he heard the sounds of someone 
being violently sick. He broke into a run and skidded into the seall cave where he found Kirk on his hands and 
knees, his face daap and pale. Spock’s areas went around the still heaving body and held hia until only dry heaves 
were shaking Kirk, then he pulled hia close. 

“Jia, what’s wrong?® 

Kirk only shook his head, his breathing still laboured. Spock got soae water but Kirk turned his head away. 

"Jia, you’ve got to drink something.’ 

Again Kirk shook his head. ‘Can’t." He looked at Spock for a moment, then reached out for his pack. He got 
to his feet rather shakily and pulled it on. 

Spock started to protest, then decided against it. He swung his heavy pack onto his back and followed Kirk out 
into the ever-deepening snow. 

Kirk moved with dogged determination but as the day went on he had to stop more and aore frequently as nausea 
overtook hia. Spock started dropping behind hia as Kirk increasingly lost his balance, often staggering for soae 
feet before catching hieself or, just as often, falling hard. 

Finally, thankfully, the daylight faded to the point where they were forced to stop. Kirk sank gratefully into 
the snow, scarcely noticing when Spock stripped off his pack. He sat silent as Spock busied hiaself putting up the 
tent and getting out the sleeping bags. 

Finally Spock cage over to hia. “Everything’s ready, Jia." He stood anxiously as Kirk slowly got to his feet 
but did not reach out to help, knowing that Kirk would want to do it by hiaself if he could. 

Kirk stood for a moment, then closed his eyes and again pressed his hands to his head. To Spock’s surprise, 
Kirk toppled forward into his ares. Quickly Spock caught hie. He felt Kirk’s startled stiffening and knew the 
collapse had surprised Kirk as auch as it had hie. He felt Kirk start to pull away but only tightened his hold. 

"Jia, let ae help.” He got Kirk into the tent and, after brushing the loose snow off his clothing, got hia 
into his sleeping bag. Finally he sat back, open worry on his face. “Jia, what is wrong with you?" 

For a few ainutes Kirk lay silently, then he finally looked at Spock. "I don’t know... feel sick, weak, chest 
feels tight, can’t catch ay breath..." He took a deep breath but didn’t say anything further. 

Spock frowned slightly. He couldn’t think of anything he was fagiliar with that ganifested itself with 
syaptoas such as Kirk was exhibiting, It couldn’t be the food that had been supplied or surely he, too, would be 
affected. But whatever it was, it had badly weakened Kirk and for some reason Kirk didn’t appear to be putting up 
his usual fight. Was his lack of resistance caused by the illness, or by something else. 

Finally Spock got up and went out to get the stove. As he was heating the soup he heard a dry, wracking cough 
cose froa the tent. He looked over, totally at a loss as to what to do. 

Kirk took no notice of Spock when he cage back with the steasing soup. Spock knelt down beside hia. ‘Jia, you 
have to eat soaething. You are going to becoae dehydrated if you don’t take soe fluids.° 

"No, I don’t want any." 
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"Jie, please...* 

Kirk rolled over onto his side facing away froe Spock, and again the harsh, dry cough shook his body. Spock 
knelt helplessly beside hie. Suddenly the coughing turned to dry heaves. [nstinctively Spock reached out and 
supported Kirk’s shaking body until finally he lay liep in the Yulcan’s ares. 

"Daen,® Kirk said weakly. ‘I’e sorry, Spock." 

Spock nodded. ‘Would you try a little water?® 

Kirk nodded wearily. He didn’t want any and suspected he would throw it up anyway, but he knew he would have 
to try. He sipped a little, Spock carefully supporting his head, then, seconds later, his heaving body. 

Finally Spock eased hie back down, ‘Maybe you will be eore successful after you’ve had soae rest." 

Kirk nodded again, trying to give a reassuring seile, and failing eiserably. Spock sat drinking his soup as he 
kept a worried watch over Kirk. Finally the nuebing cold forced hia into his sleeping bag but he knew he would get 


no sleep again that night. 
Unlike the previous two nights, Kirk fell asleep quite quickly, his exhaustion finally overtaking hie. Spock 


lay in the darkness listening to the steady breathing and wishing for the hundredth tiee that the Enterprise would 
suddenly be there and he could get Kirk out of this eadness, and back to McCoy. 

Suddenly Spock froze. Kirk wasn’t breathing! For a few seconds he held his own breath, then jack-knifed out 
of his sleeping bag. Just as he reached Kirk’s side, a shuddering breath went through Kirk’s body and he started 
breathing noreally again. Spock could feel his own heart pounding as his fear slowly subsided. 

It went on all night, ragged periods where Kirk would suddenly stop breathing for iepossible seconds, then, 
just as Spock was about to panic, would once again pick up a regular rhythe. Timm and tise again Spock debated as 
to whether he should try to wake Kirk up, but this was the first sleep Kirk had eanaged in two days and he was 
loathe to do it. Besides, he was scared enough for both of them. Asleep, Kirk would not know what was happening. 
Awake eight be a different story. 

Kirk was worse the next eorning. Although his breathing returned to noreal when he woke up, his cough was euch 
eore evident, leaving hia practically breathless and totally helpless at the end of each attack. It took a lot of 
prodding from Spock to get hia up, and when he tried to help fill the packs, his coordination was so bad he was a 
hindrance. 

Tight-lipped, he struggled to pull on his backpack. Spock cage up the hil] from where he had gone to see how 
close their pursuers were. Swinging on his own pack, he put an are around Kirk’s waist. 

Kirk took a couple of steps forward, then stopped. ‘I can’t." 

Spock felt his heart bang for a second. Kirk never gave up even when he was half dead. Why was he behaving so 
differently from noraal? He put eore fireness in his voice than he felt. ‘"Magas sent us up here, Captain. 
Eventually we will find shelter..." 

"Not dragging ee, you won’t...* He was doubled over by the wracking cough. 

"We go together," said Spock flatly. Bat 2 don’t know for how long, he thought. The others are pach closer 
and quickly gaining ground. They aust have followed our tracks in the snow until well after dark. 

They had travelled only a couple of hours when the blizzard-like snow started. Spock slid his are eore firely 
around Kirk’s waist and bent into the howling wind, but even with the noise ringing in his ears he could eake out 
the agony of Kirk’s breathing as he strove to catch his breath, gasping for air that did not seee to eake it to his 
lungs. His feet kept eoving but Spock was fairly sure that Kirk would no longer be able to stand on his own should 
he let go. 

Finally Spock was forced to halt. He could no longer see in front of hia and the whipping wind was aaking it 
aleost iepossible to balance Kirk and hieself. Carefully he lowered Kirk into the Snow and, as fast ashe could 
with nuebed fingers against the howling wind, he got the tent up and the sleeping bags open. He dragged Kirk inside 
and got hia into his sleeping bag, then lit the stove and proceeded to heat a eixture of soup and water. 

Even lying still, Kirk was unable to catch his breath. His cough was terrifying in its intensity. When he 
wasn’t coughing, he lay absolutely liep. When Spock cage over with a cup full of luke-ware liquid, Kirk tried to 
push it away and eissed coepletely. He had practically no coordination left. Gently but firely, Spock took Kirk in 
his ares and propped hia up, then very slowly got the soup aixture down the reluctant Huean. Then he continued to 
sit with Kirk in his ares, his eyes brieeing with tears of frustration and helplessness. Kirk was no longer just 
sick, he could well be dying and there was absolutely nothing Spock could do about it. 


They will be taken soon. 


Yes, 
They love each other. 
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So it would seen, 

They will die. 

Ho doubt, 

Must it happen? 

Repepber what is written. 
These are different,,, 


Spock sensed rather than heard the approach of Plas and his aen. He had assumed that the blizzard would have 
forced thea to stop, but he had obviously @ade what could turn out to be a fatal error. He shook Kirk hard but got 
no response. He didn’t know if Kirk was totally apathetic, asleep, or unconscious, but he didn’t have time to find 
out. He scrasbled to his feet, swinging Kirk into his args and ducked out of the tent. 

He left everything behind. He did not have the tiae or the strength to take any of the supplies. He carried 
ony his precious burden to what would probably turn out to be death for both of thea. 

He could hear the shouts of his pursuers as he ran. He tightened his hold on Kirk’s liap body and increased 
his speed. He had no idea where he was going. The blinding snow and swirling aists of cloud made it impossible to 
see anything. He slipped and stuabled up the sountainside, wondering in the back of his aind how he was @anaging to 
keep on his feet at all. His breath was coming in painful gasps, the bitter cold threatening to sear his heaving 
chest and lungs, but his strong strides never faltered. He could not let hiaself be captured. He would not allow 
thea to take Kirk. 

He was so exhausted that he barely noticed when the ground levelled out. Suddenly the wind was gone and the 
snow waS falling gently around hia. He staggered to a stop, his eyes widening slightly as he looked at the teaple- 
like structure that had suddenly appeared in front of hia. It was built into the aountainside, with large arches 
and pagoda-shaped towers rising towards the heavens. It was iapossible to estimate the height since they 
disappeared into the aist and saow. For a soment he wondered at his lack of surprise, it was alaost as if he had 
known it would be there. Then he mentally shrugged as he remembered Magas’ words. Jo go down the pountainside is 
certain death. The only safety is up. He had obviously deliberately sent thea there, but why, and what was this 
place? 

Shangri-la, he heard Kirk’s voice say. This whole place repinds ae of what I have read about that aythical 
land, 

Suddenly shouts cage from behind hia. He gathered the little strength he had left and ran forward toward the 
large wooden doors. They parted silently as he reached thea, then swung shut behind hia as he ran into an open 
courtyard. He could hear the furious pounding and angry cries of his pursuers on the outside. He staggered to a 
stop, his strength threatening to give out. He slowly sank to his knees, his tired, desperate hold on Kirk threat- 
ening to loosen. He managed to carefully lower the liap Husan to the ground before he collapsed coapletely. He 
vaguely felt the presence of others as darkness filled his vision. He gade one last valiant effort. ‘My friend... 
His voice was a hoarse, painful rasp. "Take care of ay friend..." Then he knew nothing. 


Kirk woke to find hiaself gripped in a sudden cold sweat of panic. He wasn’t breathing! He couldn’t breathe 
He jerked up, grabbing at his throat, a silent screaa of terror tearing through his aind although no sound left his 
lips. Suddenly, strong hands were holding hia, pushing hia back down - strange hands. He struggled against the 
pressure, too weakened to be able to resist but too scared not to. Finally a rush of air entered his lungs and he 
doubled over, held in the grip of the violent cough. He gasped for enough air to start each bout, the severity of 
the coughing shaking his entire body and finally turning to dry heaves. 

Eventually he lay still, too weakened from the terror of his waking and the subsequent coughing attack to be 
able to lift a finger. He continued his gaSping struggle for air, his heart racing at an iapossible rate and 
showing no signs of slowing down. 

Then the strange hands were back. He could do nothing to resist thea, to fight thea. He wished there was sose 
light so he could see who it was, so he could see where he was. His shoulders were lifted and he was raised to a 
Sitting position. A cool cloth was run over his face and when he was gently laid back, something soft kept his 
upper body raised, easing his breathing slightly. 

Slowly a dia light flickered in his consciousness and he could make out shadowy figures. He tried to gove but 
again the hands held hia. Where was he? The prison? He only had hazy aemories of the past few days but there was 
one thing he reseabered clearly - Spock. Where was he? Those were not Spock’s hands holding hig. Again panic ran 
through hia. Had sosething happened to Spock? Was he dead? 

"Spock!* His cry started hia coughing again. Alaost doubled over by the severity of the attack, he nonethe- 


ad 
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less kept fighting to get free. He had to find Spock! 
Indistinct sounds reached his aind but he could aake no sense of thea. He fought as long as his weakened body 
would allow, then blackness rose up to claia hia. 


Spock was initially aware of being surrounded by warath and he never wanted to leave the soft security of the 
place where he lay. He floated in a hazy dreae for a few minutes, loathe to adait the reality that was hovering 
just at the edge of his consciousness. Soft colours swirled in and out and he let hiaself drift with thea. Then 
two colours started to dominate, growing brighter than the rest, aelding and blending with each other, drawing hie 
with thea, Hazel and gold, gold and hazel, mingling, intermixed, drawing hia, leading hia... 

"Jia!" Spock was suddenly fully conscious and in one swift aoveaent was out of the bed he had been lying on. 
The soft light flickering on the walls showed hia he was in a saall chaaber-like roos. The light was coming through 
narrow openings in the rock wall. For a brief moment Spock thought he was back in the prison, but alaost instantly 
the aeaory of their flight up the aountain returned. They aust be in the teaple. He reaeabered running through the 
archway and into what appeared to be a courtyard, then he reaeabered nothing. 

But none of that was important. He had to find Kirk. What had happened to hie? Was he still alive? He 
vaguely reaeabered a presence and asking that Kirk be taken care of, but what had happened to hia since that tiae? 
Desperate questions ran through his @ind. Then he noticed the silent, robed figure standing in the corner. The 
cowled hood of the figure’s brown robe obscured the face; the hands were deep within the large sleeves that crossed 
the figure’s chest. 

"My friend...?° 

Is nearby. 

Spock started. The aan had obviously not spoken, yet Spock had clearly heard the words. “I aust go to hia." 

You are exhausted and in need of food and sleep. 

"Uniaportant," said Spock iapatiently and with a growing sense of fear. Were they deliberately keeping hia 
from Kirk? And, if so, why? He started to move forward. “Where is he?" 

The figure reaained aotionless for a esoment, then turned toward the door which swung silently open. Spock 
followed quickly and they left the chaaber and aoved down a corridor, the saooth rock walls periodically broken by 
the sage slits that were present in the room Spock had just left. They appeared to emit both light and heat by a 
process Spock couldn’t even begin to guess at. 

The silent figure stopped at another door which again swung open with no sound and with no one touching it. 
For an instant Spock stood frozen, then pushed forward past the robed figure and practically ran into the rooa. 

Kirk was there, being held down firaly by another robed figure but desperately fighting to get free. Without 
thinking, Spock shoved the figure away and quickly sat on the bed, gathering Kirk into his aras. 

"Hush, Jia,” he said softly. “Lie still. 1 am here now.® 

For a few seconds Kirk continued struggling, then the fagiliar strength of Spock’s areas aade hie collapse down 
against the Vulcan. The terrible wracking cough shook both of thea and, to Spock’s horror, it was no longer dry. 
Kirk was coughing a rust-coloured sputua directly froa his lungs. 

Finally he lay still in Spock’s areas, continuing to fight for breath. Kirk’s lips were covered with flecks of 
blood and his face was wet, his hair daaply clinging to his forehead. Spock could feel Kirk’s heart racing eadly 
under the fira hold of his hands. 

Finally Kirk looked up at hia. “Spock,” he said in a soft, weak voice. ‘I was so worried..." He coughed a 
couple of times but aanaged to hold off another seizure. "I thought you were...that you...” Again he coughed, 

Carefully Spock pulled hia up so Kirk was leaning against his chest. He hoped it would gake Kirk’s breathing 
easier. He could possibly be developing pneuaonia. Carefully Spock ran his hand across Kirk’s forehead. There was 
no fever but there had to be some reason why these syaptoas were present. 

Kirk took hold of Spock’s hand as the Vulcan brought it down and held it tightly, as though he was trying to 
convince hieself of the reality of Spock’s presence. "Couldn’t breathe," he continued. ‘Wasn’t breathing. Can’t 
stop coughing...” Tear-filled hazel eyes held the Vulcan’s. “Spock, !’@ scared..." 

Spock’s heart stopped beating for iapossible seconds. Never before had he heard Kirk say anything like that. 
Always there was fight, rejection of iapossible circuastances, occasionally alaost foolhardy bravery in the aidst of 
Often foolish resistance. Now three words changed everything, Spock, I’s scared... 

"Jia," he said, struggling to keep his shaking voice sounding noreal. "You will be all right. The ship will 
be back soon.” He started to get up but Kirk grabbed hia hard. 

"Don’t leave ae!" 

Spock took his hands. “I will always be at your side, you know that." He carefully helped Kirk to lie down, 


99 


wee, 


noting the dirty clisbing suit was showing stains as the sweat of Kirk’s fear was starting to Soak through the 
aaterial. He looked at the silent figures by the door. 

He would let us do nothing for hia, He has been fighting since your arrival, 

Spock felt his stomach tighten. Kirk had obviously woken during one of those periods when he wasn’t breathing. 
No wonder he was scared. Spock remeabered his own terror during that first bout when he realized Kirk had stopped 
breathing, but he nodded at the sore characteristic action of Kirk’s resistance. "He needs to be washed and fed - 
and some clean bedclothes..." 

Things will be brought, 

Spock carefully unwrapped Kirk’s fingers in order to free his hands, then he looked up again. "My friend is 
very sick. Do you have a doctor, a healer, who ight be able to help?" The silent figures bowed, then left. 

For a moment Spock stood looking at Kirk, at the uneven rise and fall of his chest as he struggled for air. 
Then another violent coughing spell seized hia. 

"Oh, God," he choked out. "Spock...help...!" Suddenly a knifing pain stabbed through hia and he screased out 
as terrible craaps gripped hia. He couldn’t stop coughing and each tiae he gasped for breath he started choking on 
the aatter and fluid coughed up froa his lungs. His body twisted in a desperate, useless effort to escape the 
incredible pain. Then, aercifully, he lost consciousness. 

By then Spock had scooped Kirk up in his aras and had bent hia forward. He aust not aspirate anything he was 
coughing up. He felt Kirk go liap in his ars but continued to hold hia until Kirk’s breathing started to approach 
something nearing nor@al control, then he pulled hia back. At that instant the door silently opened and a group of 
silent figures entered, each wearing sisilar brown robes. They carried hot water, towels, bedclothes, and a couple 
of robes like the ones they were wearing. 

Carefully, Spock eased Kirk back and stood up. He got Kirk out of his cliabing suit, frowning at the sweat~- 
soaked figure. Kirk had lost a lot of fluid and Spock knew he had taken in nothing to replace it. 

One of the figures aoved forward with water and some type of soft soap. Together they cleaned Kirk, then eased 
hia into the soft robe which folded itself like a cocoon around the suffering figure. Spock noted an odd look of 
peace aosentarily cross Kirk’s face, then another of the robed figures stepped forward. 

He is very sick? 

Spock quickly looked up but again he could not see the face. The voice had touched his ind, not his ears. He 
nodded. ‘I aa afraid he aay be dying,” he said unable to keep the emotion out of his voice. 

What is noraal for hia? 

Again the silent question. Spock looked down at Kirk, at the pale figure swaddled in the robe and soft covers. 
Even unconscious, he was fighting to breathe, his twitching body fighting pain it was not able to voice. The cowled 
figure listened as Spock described what Kirk would be like when he was healthy, and how the illness had developed to 
this point. When he had finished, the figure turned towards the others and they quickly departed, although no 
spoken word had passed between thea. Within ainutes they were back and fragrant herb packs were carefully fixed 
onto Kirk’s abdoaen and thick, ware salve was rubbed on his chest. 

Gradually Kirk lay still, the eedications, at least for the aoment, relieving some of his agony. Spock care- 
fully raised his shoulders and packed soft rolls of material under hia so his upper body was elevated, Then he sank 
to his knees by the side of the bed, wiping a dirty sleeve across his eyes. 

You need rest as well, cage the silent words. 

Spock shook his head. "Unnecessary," he said without looking up. "I will stay with hia.” Again the figures 
looked at each other, then they turned and left, leaving Spock to his silent vigil. 


Their love is deep. 

Yes, 

Will he live? 

Unknown, It is a sickness I have never seen, 
Their ship is retarning, 

But possibly not in tine. 

It aight kill the dark one. 

I know, 

It will be hard to wait. 


The pain was everywhere but auted in away he had never felt before. Every breath threatened to renew the 
agony but it never quite started. He lay very still, but nothing happened. Finally he opened his eyes. 
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The first thing he saw was Spock. The Vulcan was sitting on the floor beside the bed, stil] dressed in the 
Cliabing suit that Magas had provided. His dark eyes were fixed on Kirk’s face. For an instant Kirk read a trace 
of fear in the brown eyes, then they changed back to their norgal inscrutable expression. 

Kirk took a breath to speak and the world exploded. The cough and cramps suddenly reached out and he was being 
torn apart. Once again he couldn’t get adequate air to cope with the terrible pain. 

He didn’t know how long it went on - it seemed forever. Then he felt his body being covered with something 
thick and sticky, then bound with something soft and the luxurious robe replaced. He sluaped back against a gentle 
hold and knew it had to be Spock. 

The long lashes were wet when he finally opened his eyes again, ute testiaony to his suffering. He looked 
around, confusion showing in the liquid hazel eyes as he saw the silent robed figures by the door. He wanted to ask 
who they were but he was too scared to draw in the necessary breath. He didn’t know if he would be able to survive 
another bout like the last one. 

Spock’s voice sounded a thousand giles away. "He needs nourishaent ~ sose fluids." 

Kirk watched as a large jug was brought forward, full of a steaming liquid. He knew he couldn’t swallow it. 
He felt his stogach constrict as the smell hit his nostrils. He couldn’t face the prospect of throwing up. He 
fought Spock with what little strength he had left. 

"Jia," Said Spock softly, “please relax. Just let some of it trickle down. You will feel better if you can 
take some fluids. You are dangerously close to being dehydrated.” 

There was a quiet desperation in Spock’s voice, a plea that Kirk couldn’t refuse. Finally he lay still and let 
the Vulcan feed hia, He felt hiaself start to choke, felt x blinding pain and then felt nothing, 


It took a long time for Spock to get the cup of fluid down Kirk as the gan drifted in and out of consciousness, 
but he finally managed it. Then he lowered Kirk to the pile of rolled covers and cleaned the traces of blood froa 
his @outh. He took off the top cover where Kirk had been lying twisted in agony, and put on a fresh one, Finally 
he started to clean the flecks of blood fro# his own sleeve where Kirk had rested while he had been coughing. 

The door swung open and another figure entered. You are exhausted, case the thought. 

"T cannot leave hia," said Spock stubbornly. 

He has slipped into the veil of blackness. If you collapse, what help will you be to hia? Bo not worry, he 
will not be alone, 

Spock stood looking down at Kirk, who was lying un@oving, alaost lost in the soft wraps and large robe. His 
aouth was slightly open and Spock cringed at the harsh sound of his breathing. Finally he looked up. “I will not 
be gone long?" 

Ho, and if he appears to be waking, you will be brought back insediately, 

Reluctantly, Spock aoved towards the opening door. He could not fight the logic of the robed figure’s arquaent 
any Ionger. He had gone about as far as he could go. 

He was led deep down within the aountain, through seesingly endless catacoab-like corridors, past any closed 
doors. At regular intervals they passed open slits in the rock face which ewitted the sage heat and flickering 
light that were present in the chaabers. 

Finally his curiosity got the best of hia. "This place, your source of heat and light so far froa the 
Surface...” 

Volcanic, came the silent response, suppressed and controlled, 

Spock’s eyebrows rose. That spoke of an advanced technology. ‘Who are you?" he finally asked. 

People like yourselves. 

"You use the plural?® 

Yes, 

Spock fell silent, puzzled by the answer. They turned the corner and were ieaediately aet by hot pools. There 
were soae large towels and a brown robe neatly folded on a nearby rock shelf. 

You pay bathe here, cae the silent voice. These are for you when you have finished. I shall return when 
you are ready, 

In spite of hiaself, Spock soaked for luxurious ainutes in the staaaing water. It swirled around his tired 
body, soothing the aching pain of body and soul. His euscles tingled from the aovement and he realized this was no 
ordinary water although he could not begin to think of what would cause the reaction he was feeling, 

Finally, reluctantly, he got out and dried hiaself. He picked up his wrist comaunicator and put it back on. 
He reaeabered the relief he had felt when he discovered he still had it. Kirk had lost his somewhere, probably in 
one of his any falls. He tried reaching the ship again but eet only static. Still no Enterprise. 
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He pulled on the gloriously soft brown robe and was instantly enveloped by a feeling of total serenity. He 
reaeabered Kirk’s expression when the robe had been wrapped around hie for the first tise, It was obvious even in 
his unconscious state that he had felt the saee thing. 

Spock did not know if he was being monitored in any way, but shortly after he had donned the robe, his escort 
reappeared. 

You are ready? 

Spock nodded. “How is...?" 

Your friend is still quiet, came the thought reassuringly. Cope, you aust have sopething to eat, 

Again they aoved through endless corridors. This time they passed sany robed figures, all of whos bowed 
Slightly as Spock and his escort passed. 

Eventually they entered a huge, open chaaber where aany of the robed figures were gathered. Spock could only 
guess at its size. It would have to stretch to the top of the aountain, however high that was. In the very center 
of the rock floor was a deep pit, and a bright ruby glow e@anated froa it ~ obviously the heart of the volcano. At 
intervals around the walls stood figures of tremendous height that had been sculpted out of the rock. Around each 
figure, the wall rock had been intricately carved in scenes and syabols. There was thick smoke rising from burning 
incense in front of a few of thea. 

Spock stood in silent awe of the craftsaanship which had designed the huge vault. Then a light touch on his 
sleeve caused hia to follow his guide around to acircular stairway which ran around the circuaference of the 
chaaber. They mounted steadily higher until they cage to a flat, projecting area. Spock stopped and looked down. 
The brown robed figures were tiny from that height, but the tops of the carved iaages were just below where he 
stood. 

Then he noticed the floor of the chaaber. Deep fissures led outward from the large volcanic opening, and Spock 
knew that they had to have been carved by the sae craftsmen who had done the rest of the chaaber. The deep lines 
ran in intricate patterns through the grey/white stone floor and the deep red of the volcano’s fires glowed froe 
below. 

The light touch cage again and Spock turned to follow his guide. Shortly they cage to a large kitchen area 
where Spock was shown the food that was available. He didn’t feel very hungry but he filled a bow! with a thick 
soup and sat down to eat. He knew he had to keep his strength up and the clieb up the eountain followed by the last 
desperate run, his lack of sleep and worry about Kirk had drained hie of aost of his reserves. 


For the next two days, Spock never left Kirk’s side. The robed figures brought food and aedications for Kirk, 
clean bedding and anything else Spock requested. Occasionally they would try to convince Spock to rest, but each 
tiae he refused. 

Kirk was steadily growing weaker. He tried hard to swallow the fluids Spock would feed hia, knowing the price 
his body would pay but trying in any way he could to ease Spock’s desperate worry. But each tiae he atteapted to 
eat, the terrible nausea and craaps would return. 

Spock was dozing on the bed with Kirk propped up in his aras. Over the past hours a pronounced gurgling sound 
had been accompanying Kirk’s breathing as his lungs slowly filled with fluid. Spock had then discovered that Kirk 
rested aore coafortably when he was alaost sitting up, and re@ained quieter if Spock held hia. 

A sharp coughing bout woke Spock instantly. He held Kirk firaly until the Hugan sagged back against hia. 

"Spock?" 

"l am here, Jie.” 

Slowly Kirk brought his hand up and covered the lean, ware ones that crossed his chest. “Thought you had 
gone..." 

"Where would | go?" 

"Don’t...don’t know." There was a soentary struggle as Kirk tried not to cough and was unsuccessful. ‘“Shit,". 
he said weakly when he had finally finished. He cradled his head back onto Spock’s shoulder. ‘Don’t let ae... 
drift," he said, fighting to get the words out. "I’a afraid...@ay not wake...up..." Another desperate bout of 
coughing shook hia. Spock again lifted hia into his aras. 

"Lie still, Jia," he said softly. He eade sure the thick cloth covering the herbs and salves was still] in 
place, then wrapped the brown robe close and put his ars around Kirk, a ware feeling flooding through hia as Kirk’s 
hand once again covered his own, Then he began to tell Kirk about everything he had seen, of the separate society 
that dwelt in the aountain teaple, of their quiet lives of conteaplation. As he talked, he felt Kirk’s hand slowly 
slip froa on top of his. He shifted his hold until he could feel Kirk’s heart. It was still pounding rapidly. He 
had obviously once again slipped into unconsciousness. However, Spock kept talking as tie passed. Kirk had been 
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afraid. If he woke to silence, his terror would only be that auch worse. 

In his concern over Kirk, Spock had no idea how long the silent figure had been standing there watching thea. 
As they looked at each other, Spock fell silent. There was an unusual air of dignity surrounding the tall figure. 
Unlike the others, this one did not wear the siaple brown robe but one of a ruby colour. The front of the robe was 
beautifully embroidered. With a slight feeling of surprise, Spock recognized the pattern as the same that he had 
seen carved into the floor of the teaple chaaber, The figure carried a thick cloth of the sase colour folded over 
his ara. 

Spock felt Kirk stir under his hands. He looked down to see blank confusion in Kirk’s now open eyes. 

"Jia?* 

Kirk pulled away, fear flickering across his face. ‘No, you can’t kill hie!* 

"Kill who? Jia, what...?" 

"No, Spock, you can’t be dead! Please, no!" A violent spell of coughing shook Kirk as Spock suddenly realized 
that Kirk was hallucinating, 

"Jia," he said gently but firaly as the coughing gradually died down, “1 aw not dead. I ae here." He took 
hold of Kirk’s hands tightly. "I aw here, Jia, alive, with you!" 

Kirk looked at hia, his eyes bright with tears of pain and loss. “My fault. I should have realized...would 
still be alive...Romulans. Not a Roaulan...Vulcan..." Suddenly he wrenched hiaself out of Spock’s grip and off the 
bed, flinging hiaself at the silent figure by the door. “He’s a Vulcan! He hates violence! He didn’t deserve to 
die because of your fear!" 

The silent figure caught Kirk’s raging body just as the Huan collapsed in another fit of coughing. When he 
had finally finished, he was swung up into strong aras and returned to the bed. As Spock reached out to take hia, 
his hand aomentarily aet that of the robed figure and he was startled by the compassion that esanated froe the 
figure. 

Once Kirk was settled, the unseen face turned toward Spock and the silent voice that touched his aind was 
strangely aelodious. Spock knew instantly that he had never heard this voice before and he knew he would never 
forget it. Your ship is petarning, You aust prepare to leave. There is nothing we can do for hin here. 

They were both disturbed by a a@oan from Kirk. “Spock, Spock, please be here..." A driving cough shook the 
rest of his breath from his body, 

Instantly Spock knelt at his side. ‘l aa, Jia. Hold on, the ship is almost here." Kirk doubled over, the 
cough and craaps aore than he could take. Spock wrapped his areas around the convulsing body, desperately trying to 
let Kirk know he was there, trying to ease some of the terrible pain. 

Finally the coughing died away. Carefully Spock lifted Kirk up so he was once again lying propped up in the 
Vulcan’s areas. His struggle for breath continued unabated. 

The beautiful voice came again. Your friend is very sick, but yoar love for hia sustains hia. He lives when 
you are here - his love cried out the tines you were gone, a love we could not answer. Go in peace and continue to 
live your Jove. He held out the thick ruby cloth. When you leave, this is yours to take - his to own, He gave a 
cover such as this to you to express his love. Ne wish to do the sape, 

"why?" 

For being who he is, for showing us who you are. It is said a world should always be a better place because a 
ban has lived. You have shown us that this can indeed happen. 

Spock’s curiosity finally got the best of hia. ‘Who are you?" 

The ruby-robed figure stood silent for a ainute. We have never had reason to reveal ourselves to others, 

"Yet you have had outworlders here before." 

Outworl ders? 

Carefully Spock eased Kirk into a aore comfortable position, then looked up. “On ay planet, Vulcan, we have a 
very structured society. Each has his own place, each contributes in a positive way..." 

You also have a very closed society if I understand the peaning of the word you used, 

"As you appear to have," said Spock quietly. 

For a aoaent silence drew out, then the soft thoughts again touched Spock’s aind. Have your people ever been 
conquered? Spock shook his head. The ruby-robed figure turned away. The sipple ones of this world were once 
because none of us reached out to help. The various factions cared only about thepselves, not each other... There 
Was a long pause. The siaple ones were alpost destroyed, 

Spock felt Kirk gradually grow liap in his ares. He quickly checked the still-racing heart. The robed figure 
turned back, sensing Spock’s distraction. 

"Unconscious," said Spock, his fingers still holding Kirk’s pulse. 
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The figure nodded. Your ship is alpost here. 

Spock gently aoved Kirk so he was leaning against the pile of rolled up covers, then stood up. “Obviously you 
did not allow the conquerors to continue here. ° 

Ko, fortanately we realized the error of our thinking. We are no longer fragpented, each unto his own. Ne 
discovered that all intelligent beings consist of three parts - the aind, the body and the spirit. 

"And you have patterned your society on that basis," said Spock, suddenly starting to understand. "The aind 
is your ruling council] - the Elders, the Bruiters..." 

Yes, they pake the laws. They are the visible, rational part that the siaple ones see. The body is the part 
of us that protects. 

"Plas," nodded Spock. "The body is the ailitary aspect. And you are...?° 

The spirit, the guiding force. It is rare that we are needed. Ne have pany such as Nagas who are an extension 
of us, and who are capable in all situations. Yet, there can be exceptions... 

“Exceptions?® 

Yes. Until you and your Captain arrived, we had found the presence of strangers unpleasant and in pany cases 
dangerous to the stability of our society. 

"You are close to the Roaulan Eapire," said Spock. 

Enpires and Federations are not things with which we are fapiliar. We have never had either reason or desire 
to reach out beyond ourselves. Hor after that one tine have we allowed others to repain. 

"So that is why there are no Roaulans," said Spock aleost to hiaself. "You..." He was distracted again as 
Kirk started to shift restlessly as consciousness returned and which inevitably brought on another violent coughing 
spell. When he finally looked up again, the rooa was eapty. 


McCoy cege liaping into his office, his face pale. "My God, Spock," he said, “if we had arrived a half hour 
later, Jia would have been dead! As it is he’s as sick as the devil, but he’l] be al) right." He collapsed onto 
the chair behind his desk. “What happened down there?" 

Spock quickly described their flight from the town to the aountaintop, and of Kirk’s worsening condition as 
they went, McCoy nodded as he spoke. 

"Thank God for coaputers," he said softly. ‘I never thought 1’d see the day when I’d say that, but if it 
wasn’t for the inforaation stored in that blasted contraption there is no way we would have been able to diagnose 
what Jie has." He looked at Spock. “Jia was - is - suffering fro@ something called Acute Mountain Sickness. It is 
a real disease even if the nase seeas abit odd. And in all ay years as a doctor, I have never seen anyone follow a 
line of classic syaptoas like Jie has with this. What you described is just like reading, the coaputer printout. 
Jia had everything listed - headaches, nausea, the tight chest, violent cough, balance loss, irregular stop and go 
breathing, rapid heartbeat, filled lungs, apathy - especially the apathy, the apparent giving up. That wasn’t Jie 
but the disease. As a eatter of fact, he had everything listed under syaptoas. In a way I’a glad I wasn’t there; ! 
think I would have panicked, 

Spock’s eyebrow rose, but he didn’t say anything. 

"It apparently can affect Hugans after a week or so at an altitude of ten thousand feet or above, and it really 
wreaks havoc about sixteen thousand...‘ 

"I didn’t know," said Spock softly. 

"Hell, there was no reason why you should. I’d never heard of it either. And you know what the deandest part 
is? The treataent! You get the patient back below ten thousand feet as fast as you can. That’s the cure!" 

"That’s the cure?" echoed Spock. 

McCoy nodded. "That’s essentially it. Oh, Jia’s got coaplications. His lungs are filled with fluid, he’s 
@anaged to rupture quite a lot of tissue in his throat and diaphraga from the severity of his cough, but al] other 
syaptoas appear to be fading fast. I’d like to chalk it up to another one of ay airacle cures, but I’a afraid I had 
nothing to do with it. Getting hia back up here to proper, or at least normal, ataospheric conditions did the 
trick." He looked at Spock curiously, his eyes taking in the brown robe that the Vulcan was wearing, identical to 
the one Kirk had had on when they had been beamed aboard. "You haven’t said very auch about those last people you 
met. Who were they?" 

"I have no idea, people like ourselves, they said. Although I don’t understand how, they appeared to be 
expecting our arrival and did everything they could to help.* 

"Certainly a different reaction from those on the lower level..." McCoy broke off as the intercom whistled. 
"McCoy here.‘ 

"A priority aessage froa Starfleet for either the Captain or Mister Spock," cage Uhura’s voice. 


104 


"Spock can take it," said McCoy, "he’s right here.’ 

"Aye, sir. Mister Spock, Starfleet Command sends highest commendations on your successful aission to Lacton 
and arrangeaents are being aade for foraal talks to begin concerning the availability of Triosis to the Federation." 
She paused for a moment as McCoy noted Spock’s momentary look of astonishment. Then she continued. ‘Adairal Nogura 
sends his personal congratulations to Captain Kirk. That’s all, sir.® 

Spock reached out for the intercom. "Thank you, Miss Uhura. I shall relay the aessage to the Captain." 

McCoy slowly got to his feet. "Spock, from what you’ve told ae, I think that world is crazy!" He looked at 
the Vulcan, then spiled. "You’d better get to your quarters before you collapse. Jia’s going to be fine. I'l) 
stay with hia, just to be on the safe side. I’1] call you if there’s any change one way or the other, | prosise." 

Spock nodded. He knew there was no way he could keep going now that he knew Kirk was going to live. Hearing 
McCoy’s reassuring words had drained hia of any remaining strength he had left. He painfully got up and aade his 
way back into the Sickbay, stopping briefly beside Kirk’s sleeping figure, his heart lightening at the sound of the 
even, easy breathing and the returning healthy skin tone, so unlike the harsh, gasping breathing and ashen pallor 
that had been so recently present. 

Spock finally aade his way to his quarters and collapsed onto his bed, too tired even to take off the soft 
brown robe. He lay silent, his @ind a blank, refusing to deal with the astonishing aessage froa Starfleet. 

Do not. worry, What you heard was real. We do desire the contact of your kind, 

Spock shot up into a sitting position. The soft, aelodious voice was back. 

You have shown us pach, and your people will be welcone to cope in peace to share what we have. 

"Plas will not hare thea? There are many different types, @any who reseable the Roaulans you fear." 

They will never know of hia. He is a protector, nothing pore. You have shown that there is no need of hip. 
Magas will be able to panage that which needs to be done. 

"Why have you changed?" 

It is not we who have changed; it is what you and your Captain have shown from our first contact. 

"First contact?" 

Nhen it was decided to send you to Lacton. We followed as he straggled with his truths. We saw your love - 
and his, I¢ told us auch. 

It was hours later when Spock finally woke. He was still in the brown robe and the rooa was silent. He would 
never know if it had been a dreaa. * 


Kirk was standing in silence when Spock walked into his quarters. His eyes were fixed on the intricately 
eabroidered ruby cover on the bed, the beauty of its alien aake stunning to the eye. 

"You sent for ae, Captain?" 

"What is that?" 

"Someone’s way of thanking you.’ 

"For what?" 

"For being who you are.’ 

"Spock, you’re not @aking a whole lot of sense." 

Spock smiled slightly. "Jia, I find the past few days have aade very little sense." 

Kirk nodded slowly. "I know what you aean, but at least you can reaeaber aost of thea. If ay lungs weren’t so 
sore, it would be hard to believe it happened.” He sat down on the edge of the bed, his fingers lightly tracing the 
intricate design, then he looked up at Spock. "All right, now that McCoy has finally released ae to ay own 
quarters, and I seea to be able to stay awake for longer than ten ainutes at a tiae, would you aind filling ae in on 
what happened?" 

Spock aoved forward and sat beside hia. Taking a deep breath, he looked at the cover, then at Kirk. "I shall 
do ay best, Captain, but there is every possibility that you are not going to believe it. After all, I did not 
believe in your Shangri-la. 

"Try ae," said Kirk with a saile. 

In the back of his mind, Spock felt the touch of another soft smile. Suddenly he knew the story would aake 
sense and he knew Kirk would believe hia for he, too, had felt that saae saile. 

"Very well, Captain, where would you like ae to begin?® 








Kirk lay face down on the daap cell floor where they had flung hia. The screaas of his agony were gradaally 
dying away, but the fingers of his left hand were still tightly gripping at the stone beneath hia, Bis tears cape 
unheeded and unchecked. 

Tonight they had broken hia. By slow, peathodical torture on a body which could no longer stand the torpent, 
they had reduced hia to this - a sobbing, desperate nan, ready to talk and then end his life in any way he could. 
Except he could not bring hiaself to shift his position, As terrible as the pain was when he lay still, it doubled 
when he atteapted to pove. 

He had not peant to break. The Prandans had held hia for sope tine ~ he could not repesber how long. Spock 
could tell hin, but they had taken Spock from hia. For how long? Hours, days - he did not know. 

Spock. Tonight they had told hin of Spock’s death, and told hia how he had died. He could have taken 
anything else, but not this, How he was alone, alone to face the incredible pain, the passive bruising that parked 
his body, the swollen joints that nade hin screaa as they aoved, 

As his captors had aoved thes, watching, savoring his pleas for percy which never cape. His right ara lay by 
his head, discolored by one huge black bruise that ran from his upper ara to his fingertips. The elbow and wrist 
were badly swollen, his fingers twisted in Claw-like fashion - useless. 

At first it hadn’t been too bad, and he was able to stand up to their captors. Then, gradually, the aysterious 
bruises that had started appearing weeks earlier started getting worse, until now his body was @ pass of discolora- 
tions and screaping pain. 

At first Spock was there: the warath of his touch and the soothing aelds had helped hiv cope with the pain. The 
gentle contact had taken the agony from the center of his consciousness and nade it bearable. 

How that coafort hed been taken froa him. Spock was gone. How, unknown to the Prandans, kirk had broken. After 
they had dragged hia back to his dank cell and flung hia down the steps, he had cried out that they had won, But 
they hadn’t stayed to hear, By the tine he could choke out words past the screaps, they had locked the door end 
left hia. 

Gradually the choking sobs began to subside as a heavy grayness started to fog his vision. His fingers clutched 
the stone harder as the ipage of kapal, his persecutor, looped before hia. He tensed his entire body as he saw 
Kapal’s hands reach out, 

"Daan you!" he yelled. “Daan you and everyone else on this cursed planet! Leave ne alone.’ 

The hands didn’t stop coping. They latched onto his areas and he screaped at the renewed pain, The hands 
rolled hia over. His screans stopped. He couldn’t draw in enough air to yell, 

Sonething pressed into his ara and his face contorted in agony, although again nothing escaped his lips. Voices 
sounded piles away. fora few ponents his vision blurred, then gradually the gray blanket started to lift. 

There was sope sort of kit lying on the floor, but Kirk was aware of only one thing - a sharp, knife-like 
object apong the contents, Swiftly, he grabbed it with his left hand and, with no hesitation, plunged it deeply 
into his chest, striking upward toward his heart. He felt @ ware stickiness just before sopeone wrenched his hand 
loose froa the knife, 

A blurred face sway into his vision as the blood poured from his body, a face he would recognize anywhere - 
Spock. 

The voice that net his ears was anguished. “Jin, why? We were so close - you held on for so Jong, It’s 
alaost porning. Repeaber how you struggled just to see the sunrise?” 
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Before he sank back into the grayness, kirk heard his answer to the apparition that was Spock, the answer that 
Kapal had given hia when he had choked out his defiance through the red haze of his agony, the answer he had refused 
to accept - enti! now, 

"The sup is no friend of the dead,” 


The aission was over. James Kirk, Captain of the U.S.S, Enterprise, signed his name to the long § report, then 
switched off the tape. He leaned back in his chair, looking at the shredded unifora lying on the floor beside the 
desk. He s@iled slightly as he eased the aching auscles in his shoulder. Torn unifores - they Seemed to go with 
the job. He absently wondered how aany command gold shirts had lost their lives while in his service, and how sany 
of this new breed would die before he did. 

And he knew he would die before he gave up command again. Stupidity had ruled his life once} he would not 
allow it to do so again. These last aissions had shown hia he had lost nothing during his planetside promotion. He 
could comaand, His judgeaent was as sound as ever. 

The buzzer rang. He pressed the automatic lock and the door slid open to reveal McCoy standing there, a dis- 
approving look on his face. "You were ordered to report to Sickbay, Captain.® 

Kirk sailed. "I said I’d be there when I finished this report, Doctor. I was intending to cone.’ 

"Sure," said McCoy drily. "Why don’t I believe you?" He walked over to the desk and picked up the torn white 
shirt, aarred by streaks of blood and dirt. "I trust you’re in better shape than this." 

"Affiraative." 

"Speak English. You’re beginning to sound like your First Officer.® 

"Bones, I’a fine, really!" But a painful stab through his shoulder caused Kirk to wince as he stood up. 

"Fine, huh?" A medical scanner was running over Kirk before he could protest further. McCoy glanced at the 
readout. “Okay, Jia, down to Sickbay. You need some sonic treataent on that shoulder. It’s the next best thing to 
being dislocated.’ 

McCoy left Kirk to hiaself for a jong tiae while the sonics, with their healing, penetrating rays, worked on 
the torn auscles and strained tendons and ligaments in Kirk’s left shoulder. Kirk started reading some new reports 
sent froa Starfleet, but the soothing rays soon lulled hia to sleep. 

"Captain? A gentle touch on his ara startled Kirk out of his doze. Uhura was standing beside hia, a tape in 
her hand. Kirk struggled to sit up, a bit embarrassed to be caught asleep. She sailed in understanding. ‘New 
orders from Starfleet, sir. I thought you aight be interested in seeing thea. * 

Kirk was still sailing when McCoy came in. “What’s up, Jia? My sonic treataent can’t have caused this big a 
change in eood." 

"New orders, Bones. R&R..." 

"You’re kidding!" said McCoy, a wide grin splitting his face. “I thought they had decided that was an unneces- 
sary frill for this ship. It’s been six aonths since we shipped out..." 

"So you’ve aentioned, frequently,’ said Kirk as he slipped out froa under the sonic beaa., ‘Thanks for the 
doctoring, Bones. I’ve got work to do." 

"Jia, I haven’t..." But the Sickbay doors were swishing closed after Kirk’s departing figure. McCoy shook 
his head. "Someday you’re going to be on your deathbed, Jia-boy, and something’s going to send you flying out of 
Sickbay even if I’a attached to the trailing end of your coveralls!’ 

The Enterprise was in the Rigel systea and there were aany different places the crewaembers could go to spend 
their R&R. Most were going to the pleasure spots to work off steas. Six aonths of hard work were begging to be 
released with the wild exuberance of youth. 

Kirk opted for a quiet vacation, and Spock agreed to go with hia, but, try as he would, he couldn’t convince 
McCoy to go along. 

"Nope," he said with a seile. "This is the first time you and Spock have had a chance to be by yourselves 
since he returned to Starfleet. You don’t need ae butting in.’ 

"Bones, you’re hardly ’butting in’,” protested Kirk. ‘Come on, we’d love to have you!* 

"Jia," said McCoy seriously, ‘take it from an old friend and go with Spock. I’ve got some other things I want 
to do. I promise the next R & RI’1l come with you, no aatter how horrendous a tise you have planned. I think it 
would be good for the two of you to spend some tie away from this aadhouse, get to know hia again - the aan he has 
become. Let hia discover you, let hia dicover the changes in you. He knows you as his commanding officer, He knows 
you aS a friend. Now let hia know you as a person.” 

"You’re starting to sound like an advice coluan for the lovelorn,® said Kirk, no smile hinting as to whether 
he was teasing or not. 
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"Do 197° asked McCoy innocently. 

So it was only Kirk and Spock who rented the seal] but powerful long-range shuttle and headed to the very out- 
skirts of the Rigel systea, to the saall planet known as Nonet. It was alaost a planetoid, considered to be too 
saall to bother developing, It was used by the occasional vacationer, but gost of the tise was devoid of husanoid 
life. There was a large water ass covering the planet, dotted by smallish islands. There was constant underwater 
volcanic activity, which caused the shores to be boabarded by tremendous waves. 

The days passed pleasantly. They picked a sheltered place on one of the long beaches and set up caap. They 
spent their tiae talking and playing chess, going for long walks, or just sitting in companionable silence. They 
talked of things that should have been discussed years before - a lot of hurt could have been avoided, wasted years 
never would have happened if they had. 

But, as McCoy had said, they also discovered each other. They were different gen. The three years they had 
been apart had aoulded differences into thea, made thea aore aware of who they were and what they wanted. This tiae 
they did not hold backs each held his open, naked truth for the other to accept or reject. 

But, in one essential way, they had not changed. Kirk was still the irrepressible scaap that Vulcan logic 
could not contain. During his tiae in San Francisco, he had rediscovered surfing; but no aeatter how he tried, he 
could not convince Spock to go with hia. 

"Jia, there is little purpose to swiaming in the first place, unless it is for exercise. | see absolutely no 
purpose in trying to balance on a piece of board on the side of a wave.’ 

So Kirk had surfed alone, but Spock was always close at hand should he get into trouble. By calculating the 
strength of the waves and undertow created by the volcanic activity, Spock iamediately saw how dangerous Kirk’s 
surfing really was, but knew he could do nothing to talk Kirk out of doing it. 

Finally Kirk pushed Spock too far. The Vulcan had planned to go exploring and had his equipment organized when 
Kirk cage up to hie carrying an object that Spock had never seen before. 

"This, Mr. Spock, is a frisbee!" 

Spock stood silent, a stoic look on his face. Nothing betrayed the sinking feeling in his stomach. Kirk had 
been bubbling all aorning, hardly able to contain hiaself until they had finished breakfast, 

Now they were standing on the sandy beach, the waves crashing in fro@ the surging water. Kirk held out the 
blue plastic disk. He was wearing a bathing suit, which Spock noted showed hia off to perfection, but Kirk seeaed 
unaware of the Vulcan’s scrutiny. 

"Okay, Spock, you run down the beach and I’1] throw you the frisbee.” Spock started his patient arguaent 
against needless exercise, but it got hia nowhere. Finally, with a long-suffering look, he took off his soft boots 
and socks and pulled the shoulder pack off over his head. Obviously Kirk wasn’t going to let hia go exploring unless 
he gave in for awhile. Obediently, he trotted off down the beach. When he was far enough away, Kirk let the 
frisbee go with a strong swing of his ara. 

With gomentary surprise, Spock watched the trajectory of its flight, then he quickly computed the shape of the 
frisbee with wind resistance and ran over to the point where it would pass hia. 

Froa then, the challenge was on. Spock had Kirk racing all over the beach, aking spectacular dives for the 
frisbee which Spock kept tantalizingly out of his reach. When Kirk would send the frisbee back to Spock, the Vulcan 
would stand aotionless for a few seconds, then aove calaly to the spot where the frisbee would reach hia. 

Spock was hard-pressed to keep the saile off his face as he watched Kirk, red-faced and out of breath, refuse 
to adait defeat. The Hugan had asked for this. Spock had put up with a lot of teasing the past few days, and he 
was getting revenge. 

Kirk leaped high in the air as the frisbee sailed over his head. He caught it, but was badly off balance when 
he landed and somersaulted backwards, landing in a thick growth of stubby bushes that dotted areas of the sandy 
beach. 

And he didn’t get up. 

Spock waited a split second, then raced up the beach. Kirk was lying on his back, the frisbee by his side, his 
right hand clutching his left shoulder. 

"Jia, what happened?® 

Kirk grinned slightly. “1 tried to aold ay shoulder into this rock,” he said as he started to get up. 

"Are you sure it’s wise to aove?" 

"l’a not about to spend the rest of ay vacation lying in this bush!* said Kirk firaly. Spock helped hia up, 
then Kirk gave hia a push. "Go on, Spock, you’ve got all your equipaent. Leave ae alone to salvage what’s left of 
ay pride. 60 collect soil saaples or sosething." 

"Are you sure you’re all right?" asked Spock dubiously. 
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“Yes, I’a@ sure. Now go on'® So Spock went, but never got far enough away to lose sight of Kirk. 

As Kirk washed up, he discovered that he had long slender thorns deeply iabedded in his shoulder. He tried 
pulling a couple of thea out, but it proved a painful procedure, so he went down to the beach, where water lay 
trapped in a rocky recess and was heated by the strong sun. 

He soaked in the hot water for a long tiae, then slowly worked out the rest of the thorns, With his auscles 
relaxed by the heat of the water, it was a lot easier. 

By the tie Spock ade his way back to the caap, Kirk had built a small fire and was cooking lunch. A quick 
glance showed hia that Kirk was aoving his heft ara sore easily than he had earlier that aorning. As Kirk turned, 
Spock noticed a puffy, purplish swelling on Kirk’s shoulder. 

Kirk sailed wanly when asked aabout it. "Not only did I ganage to land backwards in a bush, it had tobe a 
thorn bush." He looked at Spock. "Guess that’1] teach ae to tease you..." Then his grin widened. ‘Or at least | 
should have picked sosething you couldn’t figure out so easily!” 


Their Leave soon come to an end, and both felt genuine regret as the shuttle sped away fro Nonet. Sut even 
before the planet had faded from the smali view screen, Kirk waS already looking forward to being back on the 
Enterprise. 

Spock se@iled inwardly at his enthusiase. It was something that he doubted Kirk would ever lose. He sat back 
in his seat. He felt no pressing desire to be back aboard the starship. He had carved out a niche for hiaself 
there, had learned to deal with Hu@ans because of it} but if it were not for the gan who sat beside hia, he doubted 
that he would have left Vulcan again. 

He thought back to the night on the beach when he had told Kirk about the Kolinahr, and what had happened the 
day he was to have been proclaiaed a Master. Jt was your voice 7’Sai heard, Jin. I fought to hear only the entity, 
but she heard the truth I was denying, I was hearing what I wanted to without knowing it - you, 

And you feel, because of that, you failed again as a Vulcan - that you now bear the condepnation of the Masters 
of G01? 

Kirk had looked at hia with expressive hazel eyes, shadowed by the thought that somehow he had unintentionally 
hurt the Vulcan yet again. Slowly Spock shook his head. Wo, T’Sai is very different fros T’Pau. She knew that 
what I was seeking was right, but a Vulcan aust find his own way, so she sent ve back without telling ne what I was 
looking for. I. thought I was searching for V’ger, His eyes softened. J should have knowo... 

"Daydreaming, Spock?" Kirk’s voice broke into the Vulcan’s thoughts. “I thought that was a Hugan failing." 

“Agreed,” said Spock with a slight seile. ‘I do indulge that half of ayself occasionally.’ 

"That’s a dangerous statement,* said Kirk, grinning. “lf McCoy ever hears it, he’1] have enough aaaunition for 
a year..." His voice broke off as the spall ship bucked alittle. “Hello, what’s this?" he said in a puzzled 
voice. 

Instantly, Spock had his viewscreen activated and the computer huaeing as he fed figures into it. "It appears 
to be some sort of radiation belt, Captain," he said finally. 

"Out here, in the aiddle of nowhere? That’s unusual..." Again, he broke off as the shuttle suddenly slaaaed 
sideways and went spinning out of control. Eventually, Kirk managed to regain control of the shuttle. He reset 
their course, then leaned back in his chair, rubbing his already sore shoulder that he had aanaged to hit yet again. 
"You all right?" he asked, 

Spock nodded. "I a@ undagaged, Captain, but your shoulder..." 

"Is getting tired of being the brunt of punishaent. Nothing serious, Any idea what we @anaged to run into?" 

"Negative. The computer is compiling data, but I think we shall need the Enterprise equipment to analyze it." 

"Okay, let’s get back and get the location of that...that...’buap’ known for local traffic." 


"Well, Jia-boy, how did you enjoy...?" McCoy’s voice faded away as he walked into Kirk’s quarters. Kirk was 
just emerging from the shower, a towel wrapped around his waist. McCoy’s practiced eye noted that there wasn’t an 
ounce of surplus flesh on the tanned body, but it was the purple/black bruise covering the whole of Kirk’s left 
shoulder that left hia speechless. 

"My vacation?" said Kirk helpfully. ‘It was just what the doctor ordered. “How was yours?" 

“Fine. What did you do to your shoulder?" 

"Got buaped around a bit.’ 
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"A bit! Does it hurt?" 

Kirk shook his head. "Don’t even know it’s there." 

McCoy looked skeptical. ‘Well, if it gives you any trouble, come on down to Sickbay and I’11 have a go at it.° 

The crew arrived back gore or less intact, and the Enterprise departed the Rigel systea. They were to take 
up patrol in a lightly populated sector that had no pressing problems. They would ease back into work before 
tackling any serious business, to give everybody a chance to recover froa their leave. 

They spent a few days testing the engines, at Scotty’s raquest, then Kirk set up a Series of drills to ensure 
that the crew were on their toes. Under Kirk, the Enterprise had always been an efficient ship, and the newer 
crewaeabers were discovering why. They also learned not to gruable, because they quickly found out Kirk could do 
their job better than they could - and often proved it. 

McCoy was checking some of his diagnostic equipment when Kirk wandered in, his usual jaunty stride aissinng. 
"What’s the matter, Jia?" he asked cheerfully. ‘The breakfast on this tub finally get to you?" 

Kirk sailed half-heartedly. "No." He hesitated for a moment. ‘I worked out in the gya yesterday...‘ 

"Best thing for you.” 

"So you keep Saying, although you never practice what you preach." He walked forward. “I took a pretty good 
fall..." 

"Your shoulder again?" 

Kirk nodded, showing an even blacker bruise than the one he had had on his return from R & R on Nonet. 

McCoy let out a long, slow whistle. ‘I think I’d better run a few tests on you. You shouldn’t bruise like 
that, short of being run over by a aoon shuttle. Then some deep sonic treataent to break up that heaatoaa. [t’l1 
aake aoving it easier.’ 

McCoy’s basic tests didn’t come up with anything conclusive, so he started Kirk on aulti-vitaain shots, gave 
hia a lecture about eating properly, and sent hia back to work. He also drew some blood and took tissue saaples to 
start sore elaborate testing, just in case he had overlooked soaething. 

"A priority call, Captain." Uhura’s voice had everyone suddenly alert. "Sector 231 - a freighter relaying a 
request from Prandan 4. Not clear on what the problem is, and they are carrying perishable goods so they don’t want 
to spend tiaee investigating if the Enterprise is available. 

“Acknowledge the call, Uhura, then infore Starfleet of the possibility that we aight change our course. Spock, 
any inforaation on Prandan?° 

‘Very little. They are not geabers of the Federation. To our knowledge, they have no space capability. Their 
culture is fairly advanced...” 

Before Uhura had a chance to contact the Prandans, a aessage caee in froe Starfleet. Kirk rolled his eyes 
heavenwards. He had just decided that it would be worthwhile to divert to Prandan 4 and find out what was going on. 
It would be a good opportunity to discover aore about the people who lived there, and possibly introduce the 
Federation. 

"Put it on audio over here," he said, a seal] smile answering Uhura’s grin at his expression. New orders were 
sending the Enterprise to the other side of the sector. Kirk groaned inwardly. This was something he had fought 
the entire tiae he was Chief of Operations, and had finally @anaged to hold the departaent heads still long enough 
to aake thea realize that a starship should be allowed to finish one job before they were sent on to the next. 
However, it was obvious that Operations was slipping back to its confused aethods. 

"Uhura, get Fleet Headquarters and transfer the call down to ay quarters. Spock, with ae. Mr. Sulu, you have 
the con.* 

Soneone’s going to catch hell, thought Uhura as she opened the Starfleet channel. He’s not as patient as he 
used to be with Starfleet snafus. 

If Kirk had given someone hell, he had obviously had to compromise. He and Spock were going to Prandan, the 
Enterprise was going where Starfleet wanted her to go. Kirk had had a long discussion with the Prandan Comaission- 
er. Then he waited while the High Comaand talked to the Prandan Commissioner. Finally they agreed to let Kirk and 
Spock go. 

"Now hold on a doggone aeinute!" McCoy’s voice preceded hia into the transporter room. "Just where do you 
think you’re going?° 

Kirk turned around to aeet an irate McCoy. “We’re beaging planetside, Doctor, by request of the head of their 
Council..." 

"And you just happened to forget to check with ae, I suppose.* 

"I didn’t know I needed your peraission.* 

"Ordinarily you don’t, but, in case you haven’t noticed, there just aight be soaething wrong with you." 
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"What?" 

"How the hell should | know? 1’ve just started the tests!* 

"Ils ay being here going to aake any difference?" asked Kirk aildly against McCoy’s rising anger. 

"Jia, that’s not the point..." 

"And that’s not what I asked!" Then Kirk sailed. "Bones, all [’a going to do is bea@ down and talk to some- 
body. Spock will be with ae. I promise not to hit ay shoulder again, okay?" 

"I could come with you..." 

"Would that speed up the test results?" 

McCoy glared at hia for a moment, then sighed. “Okay, okay, I concede." He watched the two sen disappear in 
the transporter beaa, then headed back for the lab. He had a lot of work todo. As soon as Scotty received word 
that Kirk and Spock had arrived safely, the big ship ie 


Kirk and Spock were greeted by a delegation of Prandans. They were a very tall people, averaging a good seven 
feet, but otherwise very auch like humanoids Kirk and Spock had aet throughout the galaxy. 

They were taken to an elaborate waiting room and politely asked to sit. Spock looked around. “It appears to 
be quite a aaterialistic society, Captain." 

Kirk nodded. “Qutwardly, at least. 1 wonder what this Kapal is like...’ 

"why don’t you ask ae, Captain Jages Kirk?" Kirk and Spock swung around to find theaselves facing a rooe full 
of Klingons. ‘! aa Kapal,® said one, stepping forward. 

"What is this all about, Commander?" demanded Kirk in an icy voice. 

"We need answers, Captain. Some months ago, a destructive space invader passed through our Eapire. We tracked 
it into your Federation, then to your Earth, where it disappeared. We want to know what it was, where it is now..." 

"ls that all?" said Kirk, "Comeander, all you had to do was contact Starfleet. The inforaation concerning 
V’ger is not classified...’ 

*Isn’t it, Captain? A likely story, and I personally want to know why the Enterprise survived when the 
finest ships in our Fleet were destroyed when they case into contact with it.’ 

Kirk’s eyes darkened. ‘You should know by now that you’re picking on the wrong people..." 

“Are we?" Kapal walked forward. ‘You were proaoted to flag rank, Kirk - the Adairalty, I believe you call it. 
Adairals are soft - you are soft...” His eyes flicked to Spock. "I should kill you now, Vulcan, but, according to 
our reports, we would lose any hold we aight have over Kirk. So it will be your lot to watch our persuasion. You 
will die anyway. Now or later, it gakes littie difference." 

He called out, and a group of Prandans entered the room. Kirk and Spock were led to a large, eapty cell. Spock 
was firaly chained to the wall. He fought, but the chains were aade of an alloy he had not seen before, and they 
defied his Vulcan strength. 

Six Prandans regained with Kapal, the other Klingons left. “They are going back to ay ship, Kirk,” said Kapal, 
"then they join the Fleet that is going to intercept the Enterprise. The remains of your ship will be taken back 
to our Eapire to be exasined at our leisure.” 

"So it doesn’t aatter if | don’t talk," said Kirk, his eyes flashing deep-seated anger. 

“Of course it aatters. If you talk, your friend here, and your crew, will be allowed an easy death. If you 
don’t, you will be witness to one of the cruelest exterainations ever conducted by our warships." He aotioned to 
the Prandans. “Bring hia. Leave the other here.’ * 


Kirk knew a sountain had fallen on hia. He had been caught in enough rockslides to know the feeling. Gingerly, 
he checked his aras and legs, but they aoved fairly easily. No rockslide. He opened his eyes. 

Spock was sitting beside hia, his eyes closed, fingers touching the fagiliar entry points on Kirk’s face. Kirk 
lay still for a minute, wondering why he hadn’t felt the fasiliar presence of Spock in his wind. Well, it had been 
over three years} maybe he had forgotten what it felt like. 

"Eavesdropping, Mr. Spock?" he asked quietly. 

Slowly Spock’s eyes opened, but he did not remove his hands. "Jia, 1 do not recomeend youtry to aove. You 
have received a brutal beating. I am atteapting to block some of the pain and aaintain noreal blood pressure, so 
you can regain your strength gore rapidly." 

A partial healing trance. Spock had used it with hia before, but only when death... “Spock...?° 

"Hush, Jia. Another hal¢ hour. Please, lie still." He did not mention the tremendous bruises that covered 
Kirk’s body, or the huge swelling in Kirk’s left shoulder. All of that would be only too apparent when the aeld was 


broken. 
* 
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The {Enterprise was aoving at warp 7 when the ships appeared at extreme sensor range. Scotty jieeediately 
called yellow alert. A couple of ships was not an unusual occurrence} four were. 

“They are Klingon warships, Mr. Scott," said Chekov, his eyes glued to his sensors, "K’t’inga class cruisers." 

“What the blue devil are they doing there? Uhura, try to contact them and then get hold of Starfleet fast. [ 
don’t like the looks of this. Those are awfully powerful ships, and 4 to ! odds aren’t good if they’re spoiling for 
a fight." 

McCoy was aware that trouble was brewing, but other than aking sure his departaent was ready, there was little 
he could do about it. He and a couple of his assistants were working on Saaples of blood and tissue that he had 
taken fro Kirk. McCoy didn’t really think there was anything seriously wrong, but the bruising was abnoraal and 
obviously hurt, so he aight as well look into it. 

"Dr. McCoy..." McCoy looked up to see one of his assistants hovering in the doorway. “Uh, | think I’ve found 
soaething, sir." 

McCoy put down the slide he had been looking at. “Something interesting?” 

"Sosething iapossible." 

McCoy felt a cold tug at his heart. ‘What?* 

“When 1 was running tests on the plasma proteins, | noticed a problem with the coagulation time. lt is taking 
three to four tiaes longer to pull a suitable fibrin clot," 

“What are you saying?" said McCoy, knowing full well what the technician was saying, but finding it iapossible 
to believe. 

"For some reason I can’t fathoa, the Captain’s blood is losing its clotting capability. A cut that should stop 
bleeding in five ainutes or so would now bleed auch longer - thirty to forty ainutes...° 

McCoy sat looking at the technician, an expression of horror starting to cross his face. ‘Those are the 
syeptoas of heaophilia.’ 

The technician nodded. ‘To all intents and purposes, that is what Captain Kirk is developing." 

“But he’s not a heaophiliac'* 

"Sir, he will be soon...” * 

They were tied out in the hot sun, just far enough away fro each other that they couldn’t touch. Kirk had not 
aoved in hours, had not dared to try. His control was very tenuous. Spock had not exaggerated when he said the 
degree of pain would be aore than Kirk would be abie to handle. 

But he had said it as a challenge, deliberately. Kirk would be difficult, if not iapossible to break. To say 
to his face that he could be overcoae was alaost to ensure that it wouldn’t happen quickly. 

The heat from the strong sun was making Kirk’s head pound. “Spock," he said finally, ‘we’ve got to get out of 
here.” 

Spock knew better than to argue with that tone of voice. They would quite probably die in the atteapt, but at 
{east it would save Kirk froma aore of this. He saw Kirk start struggling with his bonds, listened to the choked 
breathing as the rope bit deep into the swollen wrists. 

"Jia, wait, I think I can get free!" Gratefully, Kirk stopped. He had been trying to cope with unbelievable 
pain. Only Spock had held hia together. Alone, he wasn’t sure he would have aeade it this far through the endless 
grilling sessions, beatings, and now this heat. 

Kirk’s unifora was streaked with dried blood. Through the aelds, Spock aanaged to eventually stop the bleeding 
caused by pounding fists, but if Kirk ever got badly cut, he wasn’t sure he could aanage to control it. 

So far they had done nothing to the Vulcan. Each aorning they would take Kirk, and hours later would return 
his unconscious body. Spock would patch hia up the best he could. Every night Kirk would fight against the pain, 
setting hiaself the goal of seeing the rising sun, Each day Kirk grew weaker, and Spock found hiaself wondering if 
keeping hia alive was the kindest thing to do. 

"Bot it!" Quickly, Spock was on his feet and across to where Kirk was sitting. Carefully he untied hia and 
helped hia to his feet. 

They ran until they were exhausted, until they could go no further} then the Prandans closed around thea and 
brought thea back. They had been followed all the way. It was just another part of their ordeal. 

"So, Captain," seid Kapai, “you like to run, do you?" He looked at tha Prandans. ‘Stun the Vulcan," he order- 
ed. Spock fought, but was soon sluaped on the floor, unable to aove, anguished eyes fixed on Kirk, 

"All right,” said Kapal, aoving towards Kirk. "J want answers, and 1 want thea now!" A blow caused Kirk to 
lose his balance, and he fel] backwards on top of Spock. 
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"Go to hell!" he said as he struggled to free hiaself from the Vulcan’s liap body. 

"From what I understand of your hell, ! probably will,* grinned Kapal, “but if I do, I’m taking you with ae. 
Is that clear?" 

"Not if I can get you there first!" 

Kapal walked over to Kirk and grabbed his shoulders. He had not expected the cry of agony as his hand sank 
into the black swelling under Kirk’s tunic. Slowly he drove the Huaan down onto his back. 

Kapal did not notice Spock, did not see that the stun effect was wearing off. It was only by the quick action 
of the closest Prandan that Kapal did not die on the spot. 


"Doctor, I appreciate the gravity of the situation. I know what heaophilia is, but we’ve got four Klingon war 
cruisers trying to hack us into little pieces. If you have any suggestions as to how to get out of this ess, I[’d 


gladly go back and take on the entire planet!" 
"JT know, Scotty, | know. Thanks for listening to ae." McCoy switched off the intercom and seashed his fist 


down on the table. "Blast it, aan was never meant to be in space anyway! If he was, he’d have been born wearing a 
spacesuit!" He looked at his technicians. ‘Well, don’t just stand there, find out what’s going on and how to fix 
it!" 

"Sir, there’s no cure for hemophilia." The technician iamediately wished he had never opened his aouth. McCoy 
didn’t lose his teaper often, but he was about to be at the receiving end of one of those tines. 

Somehow McCoy managed to aaintain control. “No, but you’re talking about genetic hemophilia, and that is not 
what the Captain has. This has a cause, and we’re daan well doing to find it!" 

Suddenly the Enterprise shook under the onslaught of the attacking Klingons. “Get to work!" said McCoy 
sharply. ‘You are excused froa all unnecessary duties, including eating and sleeping, until you come up with 
something.” He glared at thea, then turned and headed for Sickbay. 


Kirk lay shivering in the cold celi. His head was between Spock’s open knees, Spock’s fingers once again 
holding the aeld, his aind desperately trying to control Kirk’s mounting weakness. 

Spock had been trying to deny the only logical alternative for several hours. Kirk was badly hurt. Spock 
suspected that, had he not been there to achieve the partial healing aeld, Kirk would now be dead, overwhelmed by 
shock and injury. Through the aeld he could feel the deteraination of Kirk’s struggle, but the Huaan body could 
take only so auch, and Kirk was alaost at his liait. 

There was one other way left to thea - to hia, if Kirk would accept it. However, Spock didn’t know if he would 
have the courage to offer it, or follow through if it was accepted. 

"That was a foolish move, you know,” Kirk finally said. 

"What was?® 

"Attacking Kapal. I suspect it will cause you some trouble." 

"Undoubtedly." Spock knelt in silence for a few minutes. “How do you feel now?® 

"Don’t ask. 1’d only upset you if I was anywhere near truthful. Can [ sit up?" 

A rhetorical question, thought Spock to hieself. "If you like,” he said aloud. He helped Kirk toa sitting 
position. 

Kirk choked back acry as his mind took the full brunt of the latest torture. ‘Oh, God! Spock...!" He tried 
to reach out for the Vulcan but his arms refused, his shoulders and right elbow swollen beyond belief, 

"Jia," Spock’s hand rested on Kirk’s forehead, "don’t try to be brave. Give in to the pain...’ 

“Can’t...won’t...!" It was Kirk’s stubborn resistance against agony he could no longer stand which gave Spock 
the courage he lacked. Kirk gasped as Spock’s hand slid to the back of his neck. His eyes opened wide as he 
recognized the grip. 

Spock’s throat closed as he saw the look in Kirk’s eyes. He wanted to cry out a denial, to take Kirk into his 
areas and hold hia safe forever. But he couldn’t. He forced his shaking hand to remain in position. 

"Jia." His eyes eirrored the turaoil going on inside hia. ‘They are kill..." His voice broke and he 
swallowed hard. ‘They are killing you bit by bit. If they...if they take ae from you, you will surely break before 
you die..." He could feel the tears start down his face but he did nothing to deny thea. "I! could...prevent that. 

"No!" The word was a low moan, then turned toa cry of denial as Kirk saw the truth of Spock’s words. ‘No, 
no...!" Suddenly, like Spock, he was crying, crying as he never had before in his life. Spock awkwardly tried to 
hold hia, but there was no way of doing it without causing aore agonizing pain. So they sat on the cold stone, 
Hugan and alien, exposing more of theaselves to the other than either would have believed possible, 
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Kirk had no idea how auch tie had possed. The questions beat at hia but he was beyond being able to respond, 
to comprehend what was being asked. His pain would not have allowed hia to talk, even if he had wanted to try. 
Spock had told hia not to be brave, and he was long past the point where he was capable of it. They were effectively 
and aethodically killing hia. Gradually, the idea of Spock’s offer of Jal Shaye didn’t seea unthinkable. 

Hold onto that! screamed through Kirk’s wind, He will do that auch for you, He loves you enough to do it. 

A face was suddenly close to his, and Kapal’s conteapt spat out with his words. ‘Well, Captain, is this how 
the elite of Starfleet bears up under adversity? J was right when | said you were soft. I would think you would be 
one to hide in the dark." 

"The...sun al...always...rises!” gasped Kirk, refusing to back away froa the Klingon. 

"Captain, the sun is no friend of the dead.® * 


When they took Kirk back to the cell, Spock was gone. There were no gentle hands to accept his pain} there was 
no soft presence, no strong support. The Vulcan understood what he had not understood hiaself, that death was 
preferable to breaking, and had offered the ultigate gift. Spock was to have been the instruaent of his death. 

"Spock!" The nage reverberated off the walls over and over again. Finally Kirk lay exhausted, tears running 
down his face. One thought had kept hia going - that Spock would be there to end this for hia before he lost 
control. It was the only thought that had kept hia froa breaking. Now he didn’t even have the strength left to 
kill hieaself. Kapal would have his way, and there was absolutely nothing he could do about it. 


"] heard you were calling for your friend, aes ee Kapal’s voice cage from very far away. "I’a afraid 
he’s no longer able to help you. | a@ intrigued by the control Vulcans have over pain. I decided to test a pet 
theory of gine." He took hold of Kirk’s head between his hands. "Do I have your attention, Captain? I want you to 
Savor every detail.’ 

Kirk wasn’t sure he was still sane when they finally finished with hia. Spock was dead, and Kapal’s graphic 
description of how he had died vied with the screaging pain in Kirk’s mind and body. They asked hie one final tine 
if he wanted to talk, just before throwing hia down the steps of his cell, and his mind cried out, Yes’ Anything! 
But kill ae after I’ve told you! 

But nothing left his throat, no words could push past the agony. So they never knew they had won. Now he 
would end it. Whoever left that knife had allowed hia the only way out - and he took it. Amd Spock was waiting for 
hia, as he knew he would be. 
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"Oh, ay God!” McCoy knelt for a moment in frozen horror, staring at the knife that Kirk had just grabbed froe 
the aedikit and plunged into his chest. "Jia, what the...?" Quickly, he grabbed a pressure pack. ‘Why? Why 
death?" he asked as he peeled Kirk’s hand from the knife’s shaft, 

Spock was kneeling beside McCoy a deathly cold hand twisting his heart. There was only one reason Kirk had 
done this - because he, the logical Vulcan, had given up. Throughout their ordeal, Kirk had held out the illogical 
hope, and he had taken that from Kirk. He had buried that knife in Kirk’s chest as surely as Kirk had hiaself. 

"Because.,.because J suggested it, Doctor," he said as he held the pressure pack tightly over the wound while 
McCoy sealed it. "A few hours ago it...it seemed the only alternative." He aissed the shocked look McCoy threw at 
hia. 

"Well," said McCoy, not realizing the depths of Spock’s agony, “he aight just have won. Come on, let’s get hie 
out of here. We can’t do auch tripping over each other in this daaned cell.” 

"Can we sove hia?® 

"I don’t know. We might kill hia, but he’ll die here if we don’t." 

"The transporter?" 

"Not in his state." 

Spock nodded. "Give ae a few ainutes, then we can get hia to a shuttlecraft.’ Once again Spock went deep into 
Kirk’s @ind and took part of the agony for hiaself. ‘Now, Doctor!" he said in a strained voice. 

McCoy yelled out, and Kirk was carefully placed on a stretcher; but by the time they had reached the shuttle- 
craft, Kirk was openly crying and Spock rapidly weakening. 

McCoy had everyone stop. "We can’t transfer hia like this," he auttered. ‘We’re going to kill both of thea." 
H@ touched Spock’s ara and the Vulcan gradually withdrew from the eeld. McCoy activated his coaaunicator and 
contacted the biocheaistry lab. ‘What about the drugs?* he asked. “Have you found anything aore effective that’s 
less dangerous?* 

"No, sir,” cage the answer. “Synthetic aorphine is still the best." 


"And it is still addictive!" snapped McCoy, his fear and frustration finally getting the bast of hia. ‘All 
right, l’ve got some with ag, We'll transport the Captain in a few ainutes. McCoy out." 

He knelt by the stretcher. ‘Jia, 1’@ going to give you something to help dull the pain. It will take a few 
ainutes to work. As McCoy waited for the aedication to take hold, he felt a hand on his ara. 

"Doctor.* McCoy looked up into Spock’s anguished eyes. ‘What’s wrong with hia?® 

McCoy looked down at the semi-conscious ean. "By means I can’t even guess at, Jia’s developing a fore of 
hemophilia. His blood is losing its ability to clot. The scanner shows he’s also very anemic, and there is a 
tremendous asount of inner seepage - blood filling up tissues, draining into joints...° 

Spock’s eyes went to Kirk, to the bruises and bloodstained pressure pack over the knife wound in his chest. 
"Will he blead to death?® 

McCoy shook his head. ‘No, but what he can’t do is @anufacture the enzyae that is necessary to clot his blood. 
However, throabin is easy enough to synthesize. The problea is to clean up damage fro# the inner bleeding - the 
swelling of the joints and the pain that goes with it." 

"The cure?® 

"I don’t know if there is one. I don’t even know what’s caused this." McCoy found he couldn’t look at Spock. 
"We can replace any blood he’s lost by transfusion, which will stop the aneaia. We can pack his swollen liabs in 
ice to reduce pain and slow the bleeding. Eventually, we can put air pressure packs on the joints to reabsorb the 
excess blood. ODther than that, all we can do is try to prevent hie fro@ hurting hiaself.° 

"Are you seriously saying that we should curb hia, cut hie off from the only life he has ever wanted to live?® 

McCoy took a deap breath. “Hea can’t retain comeand} he’s too active. There’s no way he’d be willing to stand 
on the sidelines. He’s a leader, Spock, in every sense of the word, and, in this case, it could kill hia." 

Spock looked down at Kirk for a soment, then turned away before McCoy had a chance to say anything else. "Coae, 
it is tise to return to the Enterprise.‘ * 


Their probleas were just beginning when they got Kirk to Sickbay. He was so badly injured, the joints of his 
aras so Swollen that the pain would not allow hia to lie still. No agount of aorphine seeaed to do auch good. 

The deep knife wound refused to stop bleeding, The pressure pack had slowed the flow, and they would be able 
to keep his blood pressure stable with transfusions until the bleeding stopped; but the constant draining of his 
systea, complicated by shock and Kirk’s apparent willingness to die, was setting up ispossible obstacles. 

"Spock, I’a lost. I don’t know what to do with hie." McCoy had never felt so helpless. 

"Doctor, you said that ice packs would slow the bleeding..." 

"There’s no way he could stand the pressure.’ 

"No, but what about suspending hia in the whirlpool, set at its lowest teaperature with the element turned 
off?” 

For a eoment McCoy brightened, then he shook his head. ‘Wouldn’t work. He’s bleeding in too many places. 
Water would just draw it out that auch faster." 

Spock refused to be discouraged. ‘You said pressure would help to reabsorb the blood...’ 

"Pressure? Spock, he can’t even support the weight of a hand!* 

"The new environ@ental suits ould to the body with no extra pressure. One would effectively seal out the 
water, but cause no additional pain." 

"Spock, you’re a genius!" 

The whirlpool was filled with cool water. McCoy tranquilized Kirk as auch as he dared, and they somehow got 
the environaental suit on hia, after having first put pressure packs over the eany cuts. Then they lowered Kirk 
into the water, securing hia so his head stayed above the surface. 

After several hours, Kirk’s body started to relax for the first tiee, the cold finally bringing sose relief. 
But he remained in a semi-conscious state, not knowing whare he was or who was with hia. The only things clear to 
hia were that Spock was dead and that he had broken. He had atteapted the one thing left, tried to take the only 
way out. He had tried to kill hieself and he had failed. The Klingons were obviously fighting to keep hia alive 
for some reason, but he was doing nothing to help. Hehad little strength left, and no fight. He no longer want- 
ed to live. 

Spock and McCoy stood by the whirlpool. McCoy’s exhaustion and frustration sounded in his voice. "As yet, we 
have no idea what’s causing this, Spock. So far only the factor 8 has been affectad, but for all we know the other 
proteins could becoge affected as well.’ He looked at Kirk. "Thank God it’s a gradual process, or the Prandan’s 
torture would have killed hia for sure.° 

"The wounds he has now,..?° 
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McCoy hesitated for a aonent. ‘I’ going to have to operate soon and close that knife wound. Projectiona show 
that, in a couple of hours, he will be auch closer to developing classic heaophilia syaptoas, and surgery will be 
that auch riskier." They stood in silence for a few sinutes, then McCoy sighed. "Well, I'd better get going." He 
looked up at Spock. "J just wish I knaw what to do, how to deal with this. 

It was a nerve-wracking procedure, but McCoy finally got the knife wound closed. By soe airacle Kirk had 
aissed all @ajor blood vessels and only just nicked his left lung. 

An hour later, Kirk was back in the whirlpool, heavily sedated and finally asleep. McCoy stayed for a while, 
then left Spock sitting with Kirk and headed off to bed. He needed a break, and his nerves needed a few ainutes 
when they weren’t standing straight up on end. 


Kirk had six hours of blessed relief, then he woke to blinding pain. He thrashed in the water, his constant 
struggles threatening the delicate new healing. 

McCoy stood helplessly beside the Yulcan. “He can’t go on like this, Spock. The latest tests show his blood’s 
alaost lost its ability to clot.° 

Spock took a deep breath. ‘Perhaps a meld..." He broke off as McCoy shook his head, 

"You were lucky you got away with it the first time. If the onset of this problea hadn’t been so gradual, the 
changes in blood pressure could very well have coapounded the shock and you would have lost hia.® 

Spock looked at Kirk. ‘It ight have been kinder than what I did offer hia," he said softly. 

“Offered hia?" 

Spock nodded. "He was...he was breaking, and they were threatening to separate us. | knew he could not cope 
with that auch pain by hiaself, nor could he accept the reality of breaking. I...1 offered hia an alternative," he 
said, his voice only a whisper. 

With sudden understanding, McCoy knew that it was death that Spock had offered. It explained the comment Spock 
had aade earlier, that he had been the cause of Kirk’s desperate atteapt to take his own life. 

Spock didn’t pay any attention to McCoy. He stood staring at Kirk for a ainute, then, to McCoy’s astonishaent, 
he slowly stripped down to his underwear and swung his legs over the edge of the whirlpool. He carefully lowered 
hiaself into the cool water, and McCoy could see the lean body immediately start to shiver. He didn’t know what 
Spock was going to do, but knew he had better stay out of it, 

Spock aoved forward and gently took hold of Kirk’s hands. ‘Jia,* he said sharply, “look at ae!" He had to say 
it several tiees, but finally the hazel eyes opened. "Hold onto ay hands." Kirk painfully aoved his fingers until 
he was returning Spock’s hold. ‘Good,* said Spock, a gentle saile curving the corners of his aouth. "Now, listen 
very carefully to what I am saying, and keep looking at ee." 

Slowly McCoy realized that Spock was using a fore of hypnosis as he talked. His quiet voice went on and on, 
never changing. His eyes never left Kirk’s face and he kept his gentle hold of Kirk’s hands. 

Gradually Kirk began to relax. As he did, the pain started to recede from the center of his consciousness. 
Eventually he fell into an exhausted sleep, the pain now controlled enough to allow hia sone rest. 

"It is only teaporary," said Spock as McCoy helped hia out of the whirlpool and wrapped a theraal blanket 
around the Vulcan’s shaking body. "The pain will be back when he wakes." 

"But at least now we can control it!" said McCoy with a wide grin. 


The Sickbay was silent when Kirk woke, the lights diamed to a gentle glow. With some surprise, he noted that 
he was wearing an environaental suit and was stretched out in water. He shivered slightly froa the chill. Where 
was he? What was going on? 

He felt something ware on his wrist, and realized that fingers were resting on his pulse. He looked over and 
was stunned to see Spock lying stretched out on his stomach on a bed which was pushed up beside the tank he was 
suspended in. The Vulcan’s eyes were closed, his breathing deep and even. 

He’s alive’ thought Kirk. They said he was dead. Kapal... Suddenly he froze, aemories flooding back - 
their captors, the incredible pain, Spock’s offer of fal Shaya - and his breaking. 

"No!" he said softly as he slowly realized where he aust be. He was Still alive and he was back aboard the 
Enterprise, He hadn’t died - and he should have died. He aust have broken. Why else would they have given hie 
back? 

And he remeabered the reason for his breaking, He had held out against everything the Klingons had done - 
until Spock had died. Too often in the past he had had to aake the choice, and always Spock had been sacrificed, 
just as he knew, for the sage reasons, Spock would sacrifice hie. 

Yet this tine it was different. When Spock had stood in front of hia with the inexplicable news that he was 
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leaving Starfleet to go back to Vulcan, something had died within Kirk. Kirk continued to be the brilliant officer 
of old, but people becage just that - people, outside hia, not known, But Spock was known, and Kirk knew he could 
not bear to lose hia again. Spock had shown hia that the Kirk he had becoae was not aan he liked, yet that aan 
could comeand. He was not sure this one should, not if his judgaent and values could be so easily dictated by the 
iaportance of one person above all others. He pulled his hand away from Spock, unwilling to share any contact with 
hia in case Spock found out, hating hiaself for his weakness, hating everyone around hia. 

Instantly Spock’s eyes snapped open and he was off the bed. ‘Jia?® 

"No'" The single, anguished word stopped Spock cold. All of Kirk’s emotion came out in the one word. Their 
eyes held, and Spock could see that Kirk was desperately trying to deny the naked truths they had shared back on 
Prandan. Giving hiaself a ainute to try to get his thoughts together, Spock went and contacted McCoy. 

McCoy cage flying in the door before Spock had a chance to say anything to Kirk. His face was beaging as he 
went about his preliainary checks. “How do you feel, Jia?" he finally asked. 

Kirk sloshed his hands through the water, then looked at McCoy. ‘Cold and sore.’ 

"You can thank Spock for that," said McCoy cheerfully. “If it hadn’t been for hia, you wouldn’t be feeling 
either." Kirk looked at Spock, but it wasn’t thanks that was shining out of his eyes. Spock dropped his gaze, 
confused by Kirk’s reaction. 

"Come on," continued McCoy, “let’s get you into a proper bed. Spock I’@ going to need your help." They lifted 
Kirk from the water and Spock carefully helped hia to a soft bed that McCoy had already prepared. Together they 
took off the environaental suit. “You won’t need this anyaore," said McCoy. "It was there so you wouldn’t end up 
wrinkled like a prune." 

"If you will excuse ae, Doctor," said Spock, “I shall take ay leave." 

McCoy looked at Spock in surprise, then he started to notice the strain between Kirk and Spock. ‘Uh, sure," he 
Said. “You need some sleep - doctor’s orders." 

Spock nodded slightly, looked briefly at Kirk, then left. 

McCoy watched hia go, then turned back to the Captain. He looked very pale and thin. He was still covered 
with bruises, but the colors were starting to fade, no longer the wicked purple/black of fresh injuries, but turning 
to the greenish-yellow of healing. 

“Do you hurt anywhere in particular, Jia?” 

"No.* 

McCoy’s eyebrows rose slightly at the sharpness of Kirk’s response. "Well, that’s good. You’]] be glad to 
know that the Klingons were stopped, and an interdiction put on Prandan 4. They won’t be pulling that little stunt 
again." He eased some aedical coveralls on Kirk. “Can you lie down comfortably?° 

Kirk lay back, his breath catching slightly as his shoulders came in contact with the bed. McCoy carefully 
prograseed the aonitors. There was still some seepage froa the torn auscles in Kirk’s left shoulder. 

"It aust have been pretty rough down there," he said conversationally as he settled a sheet over Kirk. 

He got no answer, Kirk shut his eyes, his breathing shuddering a little. McCoy stood looking at hia with 
concern. Kirk was weakened by the heaophilia, but that wouldn’t account for this attitude, nor explain why Spock 
had alaost fled from the rooa. What had happened? What were they trying to hide? What were they refusing to face? 


At first, Kirk didn’t question anything McCoy did. He passively accepted it, spending aost of his tiae gazing 
blankly at the ceiling. Gradually he started coming out of his lethargy, and began to notice how carefully he was 
being treated - and protected. 

He waited until only McCoy was there. “Bones,” he said quietly, ‘“what’s wrong with ae?" 

McCoy froze afor a sinute, wondering what on earth he could say, wondering how daeaging the truth would be, 
but knowing he couldn’t avoid answering. Kirk was healing, geting to the point where he would be demanding release 
froa the Sickbay. For his own safety, he would have to know before then. 

He looked at Kirk and decided it was best to hit hia between the eyes with the truth. "For some reason, you’ve 
lost the Factor B, the clotting factor, in your blood. That’s why you bruise so easily, why cuts bleed for so long, 
why you hurt so auch." 

Kirk lay silent for a long tiae. “What caused it?" 

"IT have absolutely no idea. * 

The hazel eyes shadowed a bit. ‘The thorns on Nonet," he said quietly. 

"The what?" 

"Reaeaber ay left shoulder when I got back from R&RI1 fell into a thorn bush, Spock would probably know 
what kind it was. That’s when the bruises started..." His hand involuntarily touched his swollen shoulder as he 
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thought about what McCoy had said, then he suddenly looked at the doctor, his already pale face growing whiter. "Hy 
God, Bones, if ay blood doesn’t clot, are you saying | could bleed to death?* 

McCoy shook his head. "No, that’s an old wives’ tale. We can inject the necessary clotting factor, but you’l] 
have to be a bit sore careful in what you do." 

Kirk closed his eyes and took a deep, shuddering breath, but didn’t say anything aore. McCoy hoped that aaybe 
he would drift off to sleep. He sat down, not assured that Kirk would take this calaly. Time passed, then suddenly 
Kirk stiffened, and McCoy instantly knew Kirk’s quick aind had aada the connection between the old disease of the 
novels and this as yet unexplained ealady. 

"It’s hemophilia, isn’t it?" There was a slight treaor in Kirk’s voice, fear that would never be expressed in 
any other way. 

"Not exactly," said McCoy, desperately trying to think of something to say. 

Kirk’s eyes opened. “How ’not exactly’, Doctor?" he asked harshly. "Don’t try to con ae, McCoy. 1’ve read 
about this - historical accounts of the royal families back on Earth in the nineteenth and twentieth centuries - the 
bleeders. That’s what I’a doing, isn’t it? Bleeding?" 

"Jia, heaophilia’s a hereditary disease..." 

"Apparently there are exceptions.” Their gazes met, and McCoy’s heart sank when he saw fear start to replace 
the anger in Kirk’s eyes. * 


Spock was getting ready for bed when the door buzzer rang. He hesitated for a acaent. It was very rare for 
someone to cose to his quarters. There was only one person who normally would, but Spock knew Kirk was in Sickbay 
and didn’t want to see hia. He had not gone back there since Kirk regained consciousness, and would not until Kirk 
asked for hia, McCoy kept hia inforaed of Kirk’s progress, obviously very curious about why Spock stayed away, but 
using aore tact than was usual and not demanding to know. 

He pulled on a long robe and activated the lock. His eyebrow rose when McCoy case in. “Problea, Spock," he 
said with no preliainary greeting. ‘Jia’s gone." 

Spock felt his heart start to thuap. ‘“Gone?" 

McCoy nodded. "He detached his IV tubes and left Sickbay. No one saw hia go. I’ve been to his quarters but 
he’s not there." 

"Have you alerted Security?” 

McCoy shook his head. "l couldn’t bring ayself to do it. What do I say, ’The Captain’s run away froa Sickbay’?" 

Spock frowned. “Do you have any idea why he would do such a thing?" 

McCoy nodded again. "! told hia what was wrong with hia this afternoon. Spock, 1 don’t know what’s going on 
between the two of you, but can’t you swallow your pride this once and go to hia? If anyone knows where he is, you 
would. {f anyone can break through and reach hia, you can.’ 

Spock’s dark eyes shadowed. Jt is not I who have to swallow pride, he thought to hiasel#. He nodded  slight- 
ly. °l shall try, Doctor." And possibly destroy everything these past nonths have healed. 

The herbariua was dark when Spock walked in. He stood just inside the door for a few seconds, letting his eyes 
adjust to the gloom. Gradually he could aake out the splashes of color from the various flowers and bushes. Then 
he noted that one of the viewscreens had been activated. 

He quietly aade his way to the other side of the large roos. Kirk was curled up on one of the benches, his 
aras wrapped around his knees, his eyes fixed on the fast-moving stars. He was still dressed in the sleeveless 
Sickbay coveralls, and the aottled bruises on his shoulders and areas were standing in stark relief against the white 
eaterial. 

Spock stopped several feet away, unsure of what he should do, unsure of the reception Kirk would give hia. 
"Jia?" 

There was no aoveaent, no acknowledgaent fro the figure on the bench. Even in the darkness Spock could see 
the reflection of the stars in the large hazel eyes. He stood uncertainly for a few aore ainutes, then he quietly 
sat down on the end of the bench. 

"Jia, McCoy is very worried about you. Don’t you think you should come back to the Sickbay?" 

There was still no answer. Kirk continued to stare at the viewscreen. Spock was at a total loss about what to 
do. 

Finally, Kirk turned to look at hie. ‘You’re alive." 

Spock’s eyebrow rose. ‘“Affiraative." 

"Kapal said you were dead." Kirk turned back to the stars. In a soft, broken voice, he told Spock exactly 
what Kapal had said, words he would never forget for as long as he lived. As he spoke, Spock’s hands balled into 
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fists, his knuckles whitened by his rage, although nothing touched his face. 

When Kirk finally finished, they sat in silence for a long tiae. Spock could feel the wall starting to build, 
starting to cut hia off from Kirk again. He couldn’t bear to let it happen. He couldn’t stand to have Kirk look at 
hie again as he had in Sickbay. Suasoning up every ounce of courage he had, he reached out his hand and touched 
Kirk. 

"Jia, we shared something on Prandan, something I did not believe two people could share. Why are you running 
froa ae? What has happened?* 

Kirk pulled away. “That person died back on Prandan.° 

Spock felt hiaself gocold. “Jia...” 

Kirk got to his feet and aoved away. "I broke, Spock," he said finally. "I begged thea to let ae talk. | 
begged thea!" 

Spock looked puzzled. “Jia, you couldn’t have. Kapal cursed you to your hell because of your stubbornness, 
your defiance..." 

"Daan it, I wasn’t defiant! I was trying to talk, except I couldnt get anything out.” He swung back to look 
at Spock, “Does that sound like a leader to you? Punch hia in the stosach and listen to hia tell you everything he 
knows?" 

Spock sat still, his eyes on Kirk. ‘"That’s not the truth. You know now why their persuasion was so effective. 
Why don’t you face the real reason for your feelings?° 

"You’re a fine one to tell ae to face ay feelings," said Kirk angrily. 

"You are the one who taught ae how." 

For a aoment Kirk stared at Spock, as though the Vulcan had just hit hia, then he turned away again and stood 
for a long tise looking out into the starry blackness of space. Finally he drew a shuddering breath, ‘Spock, three 
years ago we aade a hell of aaistake. I had to Jearn how to be alone, and I did. Then, suddenly, you were back, 
and things were even better than they had been before.® He walked to the viewscreen and touched the cool surface, 
his hand resting on the reflection of the Vulcan sitting behind hia. “I can’t bear to lose you again. The pain had 
little to do with ae breaking, it was the thought of what they had done to you. Suddenly nothing eattered, just as 
nothing aattered that day you told ae you were leaving." He turned back to Spock. “Being what I aa, who I aa, can 1 
allow one person to affect ay life like that? ls it fair to the lives and safety of everyone else under ay command?® 

Spock walked forward until he was face to face with Kirk. His hand reached out and touched Kirk’s face. ‘In 
Sickbay, you were trying to deny what you had shown on Prandan, Do you still fee) that saae denial?° 

"Do you?" 

"Vulcans do not lie.* 

"No, but they can stretch the truth." 

Spock smiled slightly. ‘Only when taught by an expert." He sobered. “My truth is that, had our positions 
been reversed, | would have broken, and for exactly the same reason. It is not logical, but it is true." 

"It weakens us, Spock..." 

The Vulcan shook his head. “No, it binds and strengthens the separate people we are." 

"TI wish 1 could believe that. 

"Jia, come back to Sickbay. Let McCoy look after you. We will find a cure for the disease. Nowis not the 
tine to try to sort out eaotional tangles. ¥i1) you do that auch for ae?° 

Kirk turned back to the large starfield, then he nodded. He was too tired to keep fighting, and too scared to 


adait it. * 

"He says it was the thorns on Nonet, Spock," said McCoy, peering over the Vulcan’s shoulder so he could look at 
the coaputer readout. ‘"That’s when he started getting bruises." 

"According to this, there are five species of thorn-bearing plants on that planet," said Spock, “none of which 
causes this type of reaction if eabedded in Huan flesh. However, | do reaeaber his shoulder had a puffy, purplish 
swelling that afternoon, and he adaitted he had pulled out a goodly nuaber of thorns." 

"Could we possibly go back there and get soae to analyze?° said McCoy. "Maybe we could find something we’re 
aissing, using cold facts.® 

"I do not see why not, unless the Captain has an objection, since he will be back in command of the Enter- 
prise." He saw McCoy start to open his aouth in protest. "Doctor, you told ee that Captain Kirk is now suffering 
from classic heaophilia syaptoas. | have done some research on the genetic disease. You’ve been worried about 
letting Jia go back on duty in case he hurts hiaself; but there is another eleaent you have overlooked, if, indeed, 
his problea follows the saae lines.” 
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“Which is?" 

"Eaotion. Bleeding can be triggered by anger, anxiety, resentaent - even eabarrassaent. All cause an increase 
in blood pressure, forcing an increased blood flow through the smallest blood vessels. Overwrought eaotions could 
adversely affect the strength of the fragile capillary walls, causing thea to break down. You cannot tell the 
Captain to stop feelings it would be the same as trying to stop hie from breathing. I suggest we could control hia 
aore easily if he returned to duty." 

McCoy looked at hia for a long time, then he nodded. "You’re right. Much as I hate to let hia go back to 
work, it’s probably the best thing for hia.* 

Kirk was rather agused at the way Spock followed hia around the ship, @aking sure he didn’t get into trouble. 
He coaplained very little until he had to go to the bathroom and he found Spock following hia in. He managed to 
aake the Vulcan blush a deep green when he observed with a chuckle that, ever since he was a little kid, he had 
always been able to do it on his own! 

They were on their way back to Nonet. Neither Kirk nor Spock could remeaber exactly what the thorn bush looked 
like, and it was iaperative to test the correct plant. Kirk, Spock, and McCoy were sitting in McCoy’s office. The 
aedical recorder was running as McCoy questioned Kirk closely concerning everything that had happened to hia, trying 
to establish exactly what could have caused the heaophilia-like syaptoas to develop. 

McCoy frowned as he read the list. "Torn auscles in left shoulder from the fracas on Dion, sonic treataent. 
Some kind of thorns eabedded in the sae shoulder, no remeabered reaction, no treataent..." 

"There was some swelling,” said Spock, “but it soon went down. ° 

"Some swelling,” wrote McCoy. ‘All right, let’s see... Hit sage shoulder during workout in gya - sonic treat- 
aent again for severe bruising. There isn’t anything here..." 

"Wait a ainute," said Kirk. ‘What about that thing we hit with the shuttle?° 

"Thing?® echoed McCoy. 

"A spall band of radiation, Doctor," said Spock, "surrounding an asteroid shower, doubtless left over froa a 
planet breakup and propelled on its present course by the force of that breakup.’ 

"Radiation," said McCoy as he wrote it down. ‘"That’s not auch help. Radiation doesn’t cause hemophilia." 

"No," said Kirk with a frown. “Guess it wasn’t auch help.° 

"Don’t worry," said McCoy, sensing Kirk’s growing depression. "The answer’s bound to be right in front of our 
noses. We’ve just got to be saart enough to see it.’ 

Spock looked at Kirk. "I remeaber a young captain once saying there was very little a starship couldn’t do. 
The Enterprise won’t let you down, Jia." Kirk looked at hia, and Spock’s heart ached at the expression in the 


hazel eyes. * 


"Now, let’s see," said Kirk as they stood on the sandy beach, “you were down there, Spock, and I was running 
back up this way...” He grinned a little, remeabering how Spock had so neatly turned things around and given hia a 
dose of his own aedicine. 

"And this is where you fell backwards," said Spock. "There is the rock where you hit your shoulder..." 

*"Shoulder?° 

"Don’t panic, Bones, I survived." 

"He survived,” uttered McCoy. ‘Why on earth do I bother trying to practice ay profession?" 

"This is definitely ay bush," said Kirk with satisfaction. "Okay, Doctor, clip away to your heart’s content.° 

As McCoy and his aen took saaples froma the thorn bush, Kirk and Spock wandered down the beach, back to the 
sheltered spot where they had aade their caap. They walked in companionable silence, each remembering the talks 
they had had, and the peace they had shared. 

"Looks like a good day for surfing,” said Kirk wistfully as they watched the big waves break and cowe crashing 
down onto the shore. He left Spock and walked farther on, staring down at the golden grains of sand sparkling in 
the sunlight. 

Spock saw the huge wave, far bigger than the rest, coe arching in high over the beach where McCoy and his aen 
were working. It was obvious there had been a volcanic eruption deep within the ocean which had whipped the water 
to a frenzy. 

"McCoy, look out!" Spock was already flying down the beach as Kirk looked up. His Starfleet training had 
given hia quick reflexes, and he was close on Spock’s heels. McCoy and two of his aen @anaged to scraable out of 
the way. Spock grabbed the third one and threw hia to safety, but, unbalanced, there was nothing he could do to 
save hiaself. The heavy weight of the water knocked hia flat, and the treaendous undertow dragged hia out. 

"Spock!" Kirk didn’t hesitate, but dove straight in after the Vulcan through the next big wave, oblivious to 
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the cries froa McCoy. He took a deep breath and went straight down, not fighting the rushing water but letting it 
take hi, as it would surely be taking Spock. He knew how to combat the strength of an ocean’s waves} Spock did 
not. 

His body was taking a tremendous beating, but he kept groping, feeling. When he occasionally broke free of the 
pounding water, he gulped great lungfuls of air, then dove again. 

Finally he found Spock, close to the bottoa. He grabbed hia hard, locking both ares around the Vulcan’s liap 
body. He spent a couple of seconds letting the undertow drag hia so he knew which way the shore was, then he shot 
up for the surface. He let the waves carry thea to the shore where McCoy and his men were waiting. He and Spock 
were upended and dunked twice, but they finally made it. 

They were pulled far up the beach, McCoy gruabling all the way to cover his fear. ‘You blasted fool, of all 
the stupid, idiotic things to do! There were other people here who could have..." 

"Is Spock all right?" Kirk pushed hiaself up on one elbow and looked at Spock’s prone figure. 

"He’s going to be fine, sir," said one of McCoy’s assistants as he puaped water out of the Vulcan’s lungs. 
"Looks like he just got a buap on the head." 

Kirk lay back, feeling liap with relief. ‘How am I, Bones?" he asked quietly. 

"A aess," said McCoy bitterly. "A damned, bleeding aess." 


McCoy et Spock at the entrance of the intensive care unit. “I just heard," said Spock. "Why didn’t you tell 
ae?" 

"Because you were battered and needed sleep..." 

"You said that by injecting throabin into Kirk’s systea that this wouldn’t happen." 

McCoy felt his anger rise. "Not when he’s taken on the force of an entire ocean! His body can’t produce what 
he needs zo¢ cope with the severity of his knee injury. Spock,” he said, putting his hand on the Vulcan’s ara, 
"be ready for what you’re about to see. The pain of a bleeding joint is one of the worst known to medical science. 
I can’t even aeake Jia comfortable at this point." He couldn’t continue to look at Spock’s stricken face. “Just 
wanted you to be prepared. He’s in bad shape, and I don’t want anyone in there who is going to over-react." 

"Doctor," said Spock coldly, “a Vulcan does not over-react.° 

Nevertheless, Spock was grateful that McCoy had warned hia. Kirk was lying on his back, propped up by huge, 
soft pillows. His left leg was elevated under the knee, which was badly swollen and discolored. He was dressed in 
a white wrap-around tunic that stopped well above his knees, so that there was nothing touching the injured leg. 

Kirk’s face was pale and daap from renewed shock and pain. His ares lay at his sides, his hands twisted in the 
sheet he was lying on as he struggled with pain that drugs could only barely control. Spock could see additional 
bruises on Kirk’s neck and shoulders, reainders of the treaendous buffeting they had both received from the waves. 

Slowly Spock walked forward. "Jia?" 

Kirk opened his eyes and Spock saw that they were bright with unnshed tears, tears caused by the unrelenting 
pain. "Morning," he said with the ghost of a saile. He glanced down at his leg. "“Didn’t reinjure ay shoulder this 
tiae.’ 

"You shouldn’t have injured anything..." began Spock. 

"It won’t work, Spock," said Kirk softly. “Reaeaber what you said to @e about positions being reversed? You 
just blew your ‘logical’ arguaent.° 

Spock looked at Kirk and nodded slightly, then straightened his shoulders a little. ‘I’ll find the answer," he 
said, his voice holding a deterained prosise. * 


The answers kept eluding thea. Froa the first, the department heads of the science and aedical sections knew 
they were in for a rough siege. The aedical services had been working on the problea since the first blood tests 
that McCoy had taken, and had come up with nothing. But they knew the Vulcan wouldn’t quit until an answer was 
found - even if there wasn’t an answer, 

McCoy put a tray down beside Spock. "You need food," he said finally when Spock continued to ignore hia. "Get 
your nose out of that slide and eat!" 

McCoy couldn’t remember ever seeing Spock look so tired. The brown eyes were blurred with exhaustion as the 
Vulcan finally leaned back and looked at hia. 

"Come on, Spock, you’re not Superaan," he said softly. "Take a break." 

Spock glanced at the food, then back at the tissue sasple on the slide. Finally he sighed and stood up. ‘Very 
well, Doctor.® He picked up the tray and aoved over to an eapty table. 

McCoy stood watching for a few minutes, then shook his head in exasperation, ‘Try putting some of it in your 
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aouth!* 

Spock looked startled, then flushed slightly as he realized he had been siaply toying with thea food. Quickly, 
he began to eat. 

The doctor leaned against the desk Spock had been working at. ‘Find anything useful?" he asked hopefully. 

Spock shook his head. ‘Only the cause. The lasytra poison in the thorns got into Jia’s system through the 
torn auscles in his shoulder. The poison coabined with the intense radiation we encountered on our way back fros 
Nonet, setting up a chain of autant aolecules that broke down the coagulation aachanisa." 

McCoy frowned. "Well, there’s a treataent for radiation - laaytra poison’s not lethal, but there is a sensi- 
tivity antidote. A combination...?° 

Spock shook his head again. "We tried. The two antidotes coabine to develop a strong poison, guaranteed to 
kill.° 

"Ouch," said McCoy. He glanced at the computer. "You’d think with all this blasted technology we would be 
able to deal with something like this." He started toward the door. "l’d better get back to Jia. He’s putting up 
a good front, but he’s hurting, and he’s scared." He looked at Spock. ‘Find something soon, okay?" 

For a aoaent Spock sat looking at the closed door, then he left his barely touched food and went back to work. 


"Well, Jia-boy, it looks like this ice can come off." 

"That’s arelief," said Kirk with a slight saile. "I wasn’t sure if ay knee was blue because of the bruising 
or the blasted cold." He paused for a minute. ‘The bleeding’s coapletely stopped?" 

McCoy nodded. "According to this panel, it has." He reached out his hand, only to have Kirk recoil at the 
thought of his knee being touched. ‘That bad?" asked McCoy softly. 

"T’a not sure I want to find out," said Kirk. °l think I’@ turning into a coward in ay old age." 

"Yeah, sure,” said McCoy drily. ‘Well, I’ve got a couple of things I need to do. You okay?°® 

Kirk modded. "I feel better now, knowing that the bleeding’s stopped. Go ahead, Bones. | can aause aysalf 
for a while. * 

McCoy headed back for the biochemistry lab to check on Spock. In his opinion, the Vulcan was in alaost worse 
shape than Kirk. He walked in quietly, being careful not to disturb Spock. 

The Vulcan was rapidly feeding figures into the coaputer and exchanging inforaation through an open line to 
biogenetics. He appeared to be arguing about something, but it was in teres McCoy didn’t understand. He had never 
been auch interested in the aatheatics of his profession. 

"It doesn’t balance," Spock said finally. 

"Try a negative factor," cage the voice over the intercoa. 

Again Spock’s fingers flew over the coaputer controls, then he sat looking at the results. "Firaing at +24," 
he said. "Do you concur?" 

"Affiraative. What do you think?® 

"We go with it. Bring the serua to Sickbay as soon as you can, 1’) tell McCoy. Spock out.* 

"You’ 1] tell ae what?" 

Spock actually juaped. He’d had no idea McCoy was there. It said a lot about his tension and exhaustion. 

"Jia’s no longer bleeding," said McCoy hurriedly, “and I needed to stare at a different set of walls for a 
while. Did you find something?® 

"I believe so, Doctor. We’ve developed a promising drug that should destroy the autant aolecules. Then, 
theoretically, the noraal clotting aechanisa will start again. 

"How did you aanage to test it?" 

"We haven’t..." 

"Spock, you’re not going to use Jia as a test case?" 

"Do we have any choice? Does he have tiae to spare while we spend the required asonths or years testing it? 
What would he insist on if we asked hia?® 

"Blast it, it’s his life we’re talking about!’ 

"It was his decision to be injected with a aassive dose of adrenalin that tiae at Gaaea Hydra IV when none of 
us knew it would work. Would you deny hia now?" 

McCoy looked at Spock. ‘I can’t sanction it.' 

Spock’s dark eyes naver wavered. ‘Shall we ask the Captain?® 


The thin, clear liquid of the antidote dripped into Kirk’s ara. The ainutes passed into hours, the hours into 
days. During that time they could do nothing but wait, eyes glued to the aonitors. Gradually, webby clots started 
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foraing, then broke off as the pressure of blood-filled tissues pushed thee out of place. Tine kept ticking on. 

"I think it is working, Doctor," said Spock quietly. McCoy dragged open eyes that felt full of grit and looked 
at the panel. The autant aolecules had been destroyed - the heaophilia had been stopped. 

Kirk’s eyes opened at Spock’s gentle touch. ‘We won, Jia," he said softly. 

Kirk looked froe Spock to McCoy. ‘It’s over?" 

McCoy shook his hea. "Not quite. Your left knee is badly swollen and I don’t dare try to drain it with an 
airpack just yet. It’s received too auch abuse. It aust be given tise to heal and strengthen." 

Spock nodded. ‘We have solved only one problea.* 

"The pain," said Kirk, for the first time adeitting it was getting the better of hie. ‘Will it subside?" 

McCoy shook his head again. ‘Not for a while. I’ve been giving you aorphine at a eaxiaua dose for too long 
already. Now that the heeophilia’s been stopped, I’@ going to have to cut back on the dosage." 

Spock saw a look close to panic cross Kirk’s face. Softly, his fingers brushed across the entry points of the 
geld. This again he could do - he could take some of the pain away. He glanced up at McCoy. "Doctor, why don’t 
you try to get some sleep? I will stay with Jie.® 

"Spock, you haven’t slept for days!‘ 

"And I donot yet need to. Please, you aust be alert to help hia. Doit for his sake, if not your own." It 
was logic McCoy could not argue with. Within ainutes he was dead to the world. 


"Come on, Bones, you promised that you would come with us on our next R & R} ’no eatter how horrendous a tiee 
you had planned’ is how, | believe, you put it." 

McCoy firely shook his head. "You can’t tell ae, Jia, that Vulcan fits anyone’s description of R&R. I’d be 
happier trekking across the Gobi Desert back on Earth!" He handed Kirk his crutches, then adjusted the brace on his 
left leg. "Be sure to check that carefully every day, and tighten it as the swelling goes down. And don’t dare 
take it off! No swia@ing, no showers with water - just good old sonics, okay?" 

"Yes, Momey," said Kirk with a grin. 

McCoy snorted as Spock walked in. He was dressed in the soft desert garb of Vulcan, aS was Kirk. “Are you 
ready, Jie?" 

"Anytion," said Kirk. “Did you get all the last minute instructions that I did?° 

"Affireative," said Spock, taking a long list out of his pocket. "I very auch doubt that the good doctor left 
anything out." 

"Well, it’s your own fault," said McCoy, ‘If you two wouldn’t batter yourselves so badly..." 

"Then why don’t you come with us, Bones? That way you could keep us out of trouble." 

"Fat chance, and 1’@ not going to Vulcan!" He looked at Spock. “It would be different if your parents were 
there, but froe what Jie tells ae, you’re not going anywhere near Shikahr.* 

"No," said Spock, "we are not." McCoy looked at hia for a aoment, wondering why they both seeeed reluctant to 
Say where they were going. 

Kirk glanced at the chronoeeter. "Well, we’d best get a aove on if we’re going to be in the transporter rooe 
at the right tiae. 1’a not exactly fleet of foot at the eoment." 


They aaterialized on a high plateau, hot winds whipping sand past their faces. Large, rocky foraations rose 
high into the red Vulcan sky. Spock touched Kirk’s are and they slowly aade their way to a cave that had been 
hollowed out centuries earlier by a raging torrent that had long since been forgotten. 

"The howe of an acolyte in Gol," said Spock as he shook out the padded sleeping bag. He laid it out and then 
helped Kirk down, carefully placing his crutches so they were within easy reach. 

"Yours, I suppose," said Kirk, 

Spock nodded. “Except at night in ay deepest dreaes, when it would become ay quarters on the Enterprise, and 
I would sail the stars with her - and with you." 

Kirk siled slightly. °] appreciate you bringing ee here. Perhaps I will be able to understand a little 
better what it is that foreed you, that drives you now." 

Spock knelt in front of hia. ‘I told you on Prandan.* 

Kirk shook his head. ‘I bared ey soul on Prandan, Spock. You saw ae stripped of everything. I couldn’t see 
you, not clearly. But I have those aesories, and your words. Perhaps being here on Gol wil] cement thee into 
reality." He reached out and touched Spock’s face. "I hope so, anyway." 

Spock lightly touched Kirk’s hand, then rose. “I aust go and pay ey respects to the Masters. They will under~ 
Stand why you do not accoapany ae. J will not be gone long. There is water here, and soee food." 
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“Thanks, but I’1] wait for you to get back." Kirk sat for awhile in the cave, letting the peace of the high 
plateau fill his being. He could well understand the reasons why Spock would coee here when he could no longer 
deal with the tremendous eaotions of his double heritage. 

Finally he decided to get up and look around a bit. However, he had never tried to get up off the floor with 
his leg in a brace which went from his hip to his ankle. He felt like a fish flopping out of water. 

Suddenly he was aware of a hand reaching out. Looking up, he saw a Vulcan woman in a long white robe standing 
in front of hia, a soft hood not quite covering the delicately pointed ears. She was watching hia with keen eyes 
from a face so serene that it made Kirk’s heart ache to look at her. 

“May I be of assistance, Captain?" 

Kirk flushed, but there was no way he was going to be able to get up on his own. “Thank you, I would appreciate 
it." He held out a hand and was gently lifted to his feet. 

"It is a strong aan who will accept help when needed, Captain,” said the woman as she gently released hia. °! 
ae T’Sai, High Master of Gol.* 

Kirk felt like an idiot standing there while T’Sai got his crutches. He thanked her again and felt euch better 
when he could balance on his own. “It is very kind of you to let us come to Gol,’ he said. “I understand froe 
Spock that it is a rare honor for outworlders...° 

T’Sai sailed. “’Outworlders’ do not exist at Gol, Captain. To be considered an outworlder is to have negative 
eaotion placed against you. There is no eeotion here." 

"Is that why you sent Spock back?" 

The dark eyes studied hia for a long aoaent. “All of nature has a pattern, Captain. Where there is sun, 
there is always a shadow. The sun creates a living shadow. When Spock was with us aS an acolyte, he had no sun. 
had no sun. One cannot exist for long without the sun..." 

"And the sun is no friend of the dead," said Kirk quietly. 

T’Sai nodded. “You understand a great deal, Captain Kirk. I sensed this froa ay contact with Spock. When he 
requested to bring you here, I consented because | wanted to aeet this person who understood at so early an age what 
@any never learn, even after years of trying.” She stepped back. “Spock will be returning soon. Continue to live 
your lives in truth. Continue to be who you are." She raised her hand in the Vulcan salute and was gone. 

Kirk ade his way to the entrance of the cave. In the distance he could see Spock walking toward hie. T’Sai 
had given hia the answer concerning Spock’s iaportance in his life. Had he not lost his own sun during the years 
Spock was gone? T’Sai saw that this truth hekd for him just as auch as it had for Spock. The san creates a living 
shadow, and neither of them lived as a whole person without the other. Where there is sun, there is always a 
shadow, Kirk took a deep breath. He hoped 2t would always be true. 
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MEMOS 
Tot Adairal Janes T. Kirk, coppanding, U.S.S. Enterprise 
Fropt Adpiral Mark Pare, Chief of Operations, Starfleet Cossand 
Dear Jia, 


Sorry to heap yet another problea onto your shoulders, but Hogura’s shaking things up around here and I badly 
need advice, He’s set up a review board to investigate the recent accidents aboard cadet training ships, and he’s 
after ay butt to cone up with guidleines for revaasing cadet instruction after leaving the Acadeny. You've worked 
with kids aboard the Enterprise and you've had the pleasure of doing this job. Any usefal suggestions concerning 
any of the above? 


Cheers, 
Hark 


Kirk put the memo down on the desk in his Starfleet office with a weary sigh, trying not to notice the slight 
treaor in his hand, a sure sign he was tired. He rubbed his aching head, cursing for the thousandth time the 
fractured skull that had flattened hia months earlier. The injury still sade its presence felt whenever he pushed 
himself too hard, making hia feel older than his years, occasionally aaking hia wonder if he was still capable of 
doing the things a young, idealistic Kirk had once done 

He picked up some reports and started to scan them before stuffing then into his briefcase. However, he was 
not really seeing them, but the faces of the young crewmen who had served under him during the past ten years - and 
the unlucky ones who would serve no sore. Nogura’s demands were long overdue} there had been too auch unnecessary 
death. The training syste should have been overhauled years before. 

"Have you ever heard of a nor@al eight-hour working day, Admiral?” Kirk glanced up to see McCoy standing in 
the doorway of his office, then looked at the chronometer on his desk. He frowned slightly as he saw what tise it 
was. McCoy had been breathing down his neck for weeks now about working too hard; too aany hours with no break, no 
days off, lag 
“Bones, I’ve told you before that {’ve got to get all this stuff organized if..." 

"Bull !* said McCoy shortly as he walked into Kirk’s office. “What about the Enterprise...2" 

"She’s in spacedock..." 

"At the moment, and stop interrupting.*® McCoy pulled a pile of papers toward him. “I’m not a line officer, 
but that looks suspiciously like a Fleet organization." He looked up at Kirk. “Why won’t you let Pare do the job 
he’s being paid to do?* 

"It’s a big job for one @an..." 

"You did it ~ but that’s your style, isn’t it? You wouldn’t accept help from anyone. * 

Kirk’s eyes darkened. "fs this conversation going to lead somewhere, Doctor?® 

McCoy shoved the papers back at Kirk. "! hope so." He sat down opposite Kirk. "Jia, I used to throw 
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efficiency ratings at you when nothing else worked. Even Spock used thea to get you to slow down...* His clear 
eyes scanned Kirk’s face. “What’s driving you? { can understand the tensions of command, but it seems aore than 
that...° 

Kirk leaned back in his chair, his eyes holding McCoy’s steadily, but he aade no comeent, 

McCoy sighed. "You are doing the work of three sen, Admiral. When are you going to realize that the huge 
machine we know as Starfleet isn’t solely dependent on you?" He fell silent for a moment. ‘What is it, Jia? 
You’re acting like a fledgling ensign who’s suddenly realized how far it is to the top...but you’re #@ the top. 
You are the aan everyone wants to be..." He looked more closely at Kirk. "Is that the answer?" 

Kirk got to his feet, gathering the papers together. "We’ve been through this arguaent too many tiees 
recently.” He looked up at McCoy. ‘I’ve always worked like this; why are you picking on ae now? I’ve always been 
an overachiever} why is it suddenly so wrong?* He stuffed the papers into an already bulging briefcase, then 
straightened up. ‘Well, am I going to get a straight answer for a change, or just aore blustering?" 

McCoy slowly got to his feet. “All right, if you want it straight between the eyes. Your latest physical, for 
one thing. 

“Which showed what?" 

"Not much, except for the fact that you still show the after-effects of that skull fracture that aleost 
effectively ended your life, plus you’ve been working at a pace that would exhaust a twenty-year-old. You’re not 
twenty, you know.” 

Kirk paused for a aoment, startled that McCoy was pursuing the sage thoughts that had been going through his 
own wind just moments before. ‘A aan is only as old as he feels, Doctor,” he said finally. 

"And a man can age hiaself preeaturely by burning hieself out. Jia, you are a flesh-and-blood human being and 
one I happen to care about very auch. Stop listening to the hype about the legendary dragon-slayer,.." 

"who is a legendary dragon-slayer, Doctor?” Spock’s voice cage from behind McCoy. As absorbed as they had 
been in their argueent, neither aan had noticed the Vulcan entering. 

"St. George here,* auttered McCoy 

Spock looked at Kirk, puzzlement showing in his brown eyes. "St. George” 

“Don’t worry," said Kirk, ‘it’s just McCoy’s senility setting in. Cone on, let’s get some dinner. Oh, did you 
manage to get hold of that report?” 

"Report?" asked McCoy suspiciously, 

"You wouldn’t be interested,‘ said Kirk. "Come on, Spock..." He was brought up short by McCoy physically 
blocking the door 

“Adairal, when you were first promoted to flag rank you asked ae to be your personal physician, and I refused. 
Rather than see you dragged down and destroyed, I ran. I ran from Starfleet and Iran from you. Then, in a rare 
moment of open honesty, you held out your hand and asked for help. I promised ayself right then and there that I’d 
never turn from you again, and I’ not about to now.° 

"I’m mot asking for your help now.’ 

"But you’re going to get it!" McCoy held out his hand. “Are you going to give ee that briefcase?" 

Kirk suddenly understood, even if he couldn’t see McCoy’s reasoning, that he had coae up against an iaaovable 
force. He looked down at the briefcase, then handed it over. McCoy took it, then looked at Spock. “The report, 
sir." Spock looked at Kirk. 

"You sight as well give it to him, Spock, before he wrestles you to the floor in order to get it.* 

McCoy nodded in satisfaction as Spock handed over the report. "Good: I’ glad that’s cleared up. Now, I’ve 
aade reservations for three at The Captain’s Table, ay treat.* 

"Bones, you are iapossible to figure out!" said Kirk, his anger only partially feigned. 

"Just part of my ongoing therapy, Admiral,* said McCoy with a grin. ‘Eating properly, that is." He looked at 
Kirk’s slim figure. “You worry me when you aren’t on one of ey diets." 

"I give up," said Kirk with a laugh. “Come on, let’s get a good meal and eaybe talk this out sensibly." He 
led the way out of the room, missing the seaningful look that passed between Spock and McCoy. It was not only the 
doctor who was worried about Kirk, * 


Their meal was over and Kirk was silently nursing an after-dinner drink when McCoy’s voice filtered into his 
thoughts. “Okay, Jia, you’ve had a break..." McCoy waited until Kirk’s eyes had come back to full focus before he 
continued, "so {’@ going to repeat ay earlier question. What’s driving you?" 

Kirk fingered the glass in his hand, then sighed softly. "I hate the pressures of being planetside. You’re 
always being asked to help out and you just get one thing going smoothly when you’re dragged away to something 
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else.” 
"IT donot believe Starfleet feels you aust spend all your time at Headquarters while the Enterprise is being 


serviced and refitted, Jia,* said Spock, his dark eyes intently fixed on Kirk’s face. "You do not appear to be able 
to say no to anyone." 

Kirk’s eyes darkened in momentary anger, then he sailed. “How do you let go, Spock? How can you allow so auch 
foolish incompetence to go unchecked?" He took a swallow of brandy, then put the glass down on the table. “Has it 
always been like this? How blind was I as a cadet? Back then everything seeaed so perfect, and I was killing 
ayself living up to standards that I now know never existed." He shook his head. "I want nothing more than to get 
the hell out of here, get back to the Enterprise, and get as far away from Starfleet as possible." 

"Will that really help, Jia?® 

Kirk looked at McCoy. “You bet. The Enterprise has a solid reputation, Doctor, and do you know why?  Secause 
every person on that ship is competent in his job. There are a half-dozen who would make excellent commanders and 
teachers in their own right." 

"Mave you ever wondered why they don’t go for coamand?® asked McCoy. "Could it be that they would rather stay 
with you?" 

"Chekov didn’t." 

"Do you aiss hia?" 

Kirk turned astonished eyes on Spock, not really believing he had heard correctly, then he burst out laughing. 
"Did he irritate you that auch?" 

"No more than he did you." 

"Okay, okay," said McCoy laughing, "we’re getting off the subject." He looked at Kirk. “How about taking soae 
R&R before the Enterprise is due to leave?" 

Kirk sailed. ‘You’ve @ade the observation many tiaes that !’a hard to get along with when I’a@ not working." 

McCoy looked at him thoughtfully. ‘“You’ve been out there in space alaost continuously since you left the 
Acadeay, Jia. You’ve commanded two aissions and are planning a third..." 

"GQ?" 

“As I said earlier, you’re not twenty anyaore." ‘ 

"I’a the same age as some of those first astronauts who went into space. Hell, the first Orbitor - what was 
it, the Coluabia - was piloted by a man who was fifty. I’a hardly there yet." His eyes narrowed. "What are you 
getting at, Bones?" 

"You almosat died froa a crushed skull a while back. You were unconscious for six weeks, then you leaped to 
your feet and went straight back on duty." 

“Now, Bones, I hardly did that." 

"Ji@y YOUres’ 

"You were the one who certified ae as being fit..." 

"Will you stop butting in and let ae make ay point? You haven’t had a day off in the last four months." 

"T haven’t had tiae.® 

"Don’t give me that nonsense! You’re too busy trying to run Starfleet single-handed and complaining every step 
of the way. Your last physical showed you probably couldn’t fight your way out of a wet paper bag.” 

"T’?m not planning on fighting a wet paper bag." Kirk’s voice was joking but the hazel eyes had grown hard. 

"You can’t take the Enterprise out," said McCoy flatly. "If you were still Chief of Operations you wouldn’t 
let a person with your aedical file on duty, auch less by in command of anything. For god’s sake, aan, admit you’re 
huaan and slow down!* 

Kirk’s eyes were like ice, but McCoy was probably the only aan in Starfleet who could aatch hia stare for stare 
and not eventually back down. “Just what do you suggest?® 

“Heavens, I’a not about to tell you what you’d like todo on R& R. All I’m suggesting is that you take 
some, starting iamediately.” 

"T’1l give your suggestion due consideration, Doctor," said Kirk as he got to his feet. "Goodnight, gentle- 
gen." 

Spock and McCoy sat silent for a few minutes, then Spock slowly got to his feet. “The captain is always at his 
most difficult when he is exhausted, yet he rarely seeas to realize it." 

McCoy smiled at Spock’s unconscious use of the word captain. Since Kirk’s latest promotion, never once had 
McCoy heard Spock use the word captain when referring to Kirk. At all times he aade correct use of the title of 
adairal, a title Kirk had grown to dislike heartily. This slip showed the depths of Spock’s concern for his friend. 

"He’11 come around, Spock. He still gets frustrated by the slow recovery he’s making fro@ that head injury. 
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He tends to tire easily, and that often affects his motor coordination. He’s not used to having his body place 
restrictions on hia, We'll just have to keep chipping away at that stubborn pride of his until he sees reason." He 
looked aore closely at the Vulcan. "Come to think of it, you haven’t had any R&R = since you and Jia were on 
Crula.® 

"It is..." 

"Not anecessity for you, I know," said McCoy with a groan. “Believe ae, I’anot about to argue with you. 
Come on, it’s been a long day. Let’s head for hose." 


The soft lights came on as Kirk stepped through the door of his aparteent. He paused to pickup a tape which 
had been left in the mail chute, then walked into the living room, He dropped into a chair and leaned his head 
back. He felt totally exhausted, McCoy had hit very near the aark this time. Kirk knew he was close to being 
unfit for duty, but was scared to admit it, even to hiaself. The Enterprise was his life, his reason for being. 
If McCoy certified hia unfit for duty, he would lose her - probably for good - and that was something he couldn’t 
face. 

He took a shuddering breath. It wasn’t the fear of losing his ship that was draining hiaj It was also the 
constant flood of people who were after hia for So @any reasons. He rested an are across his eyes, trying to block 
the painful meaories that flooded in. There had been too auch hurt; Gary, Lenore, Edith, Miraganee - people who had 
looked on hia as a friend, and often aore...a lover, their salvation, a god. So often circuastances had forced hia 
to use thea, and he had ultiaately failed every one of thea. 

Because of that hurt, he eventually found he could no longer bear to open hiaself to anyone. Now he was 
running from people, from commitaent to people. On the Enterprise his command position forced hia to be aloof, 
apart from others, He could be hiaself with only a few people, and they were people of his own choice. Here on 
Earth he did not have that protection of isolation. Here, even the lowly ensign vied for his attention until he 
felt hemmed in, out of control, and he intensely disliked the sensation, 

The forgotten tape clattered out of his hand and fell to the floor, He leaned over and picked it up, noticing 
for the first time where it had originated - Iowa. He frowned slightly. There was only one person left there, now 
that his other was dead. She had died when he was far out on his last patrol and he had been unable to sake it 
back for the funeral. Since this latest return to Earth, he had aade aany excuses to hiaself for not going back, 

He fidled with the tape for a few minutes, then decided he would help sothing be putting off listening to it, 
He slipped it into the viewer and turned it on. The image of the serious young man who appeared on the screen aade 
Kirk start. Except for the reddish hair, the gawky boy he had last seen sore years ago than he cared to reaeaber 
could have been the older brother he had always desperately wanted to love, but had never aanaged to know. 

"It runs in the faaily, doesn’t it?" he whispered, "I wanted to love you, Sae. Peter wants to love ae but | 
won’t let hia, the same way you wouldn’t let me. God, how we’re capable of hurting each other!" 

Peter’s voice case on, an uncertain s@ile touching his face. “Uncle Jia, I hope this finds you still on Earth 
and not halfway across the galaxy ’tilting at windwills’, as Gran so quaintly put it." He swallowed visibly, then 
continued. ‘If you are, I’d like to invite you and Mr. Spock and Dr. McCoy - I’s sure they’re there if you are - to 
my wedding." A blush accospanied the smile. "Yup, you heard right. One of the Kirk faaily has got to keep the 
line going, and you seea confiraed in your lifestyle, so it’s up to ae. Besides, I’ve met someone I can’t live 
without." He ran a hand through his hair. “I know you hate this sort of thing, but it would aean an awful lot to 
ae if you’d come. At least think about it? You know where I aa, and I’ not going anywhere, at least not until the 
honeyaoon - which, by the way, is something I’d like to talk about with you.” He fell silent for a sosent. "Well, 
I guess I’ve dropped enough of a boab for one co@aunication. Let ae know if you can come?" The tape faded out, 
Peter as usual not knowing how to address this aan he didn’t know, yet somehow loved. 

Dawn was cracking in the eastern sky when Kirk finally stood up. Me@ories long forgotten had been his 
Coapanions through the silent hours of the night. He had not been aware of tise passing as he sat staring into the 
distant blackness. Things he had deliberately pushed to the back of his sind had demanded his attention, and he had 
relived the life of an Iowa faraboy - a lonely boy, a lonely cadet, a lonely commander. I have been given so auch 
in ay life, he thought. an I honestly say I’ve given anything back? I owe so auch to so pany people... 

He walked into the kitchen and aade hieself a cup of coffee, then wandered back out into the living rooa. He 
stood looking at the communications panel, then reached forward and contacted Starfleet. "This is Admiral Kirk, 1 
won’t be coming in today. When Comaander Spock and Or. McCoy arrive, would you tell thea I’d like to see thea here 
at their convenience?" 

"Aye, sir," cage the cheerful response. 

Kirk smiled as he shut off the communicator. He would take a long, hot shower, then sleep forever. 


128 


"I don’t believe it! Peter’s getting aarried?® McCoy was grinning from ear to ear as he watched the tape. 
"Well, Jia-boy, of course we’re going!" 

"I thought we aight.° 

McCoy shot a quick look at Spock, who was standing impassively across the room, then he looked back at Kirk. 
"You'll have to take tiae off work.‘ 

"Better than that, Bones} I’ve already quit. Talked to Nogura this morning. I’a off until the Enterprise is 
ready to go again." 

"I don’t believe it! Is this the same person I fought with last night?" asked McCoy. 

"Maybe not. I did a lot of thinking after I got home." 

"And?" 

"Not yet," said Kirk. "I’ve still got things to sort out.‘ 

"Fair enough,® said McCoy with a quiet feeling of satisfaction. ‘When are we going?" 

"1711 call Peter this afternoon and see when this fiasco is scheduled. 1’11 let you know." 

"Great! Come on, Spock - unlike our leader here, we’re still officially working. Let’s go and rectify that." 

"Very well, Doctor,* said Spock, his eyes never leaving Kirk’s face. McCoy gissed it and bustled out the door. 

"Hey, I’a all right," said Kirk, knowing what was on Spock’s ind. “Ever since we returned froa this last 
aission I know you’ve been after we to relax, to stop trying to prove I’a aore than I am. Maybe it’s finally 
beginning to sink in.° 

Spock’s features softened slightly. How little this aan would admit about his ability to feel and share. The 
only standard Kirk allowed hiaself was perfection. He chided those who pushed theaselves too hard, yet couldn’t do 
the sage for hiaself. Spock had followed those same dictates for aany years before he finally faced the fact that 
he couldn’t, and shouldn’t, change what he was. Maybe, finally, Kirk was finding that he could allow hiaself to be 
a siaple huaan being. : 

"Hey, Spock, you coming?" McCoy’s voice from the doorway broke the aood. 

"Go on, Spock. 171] call you after I’ve talked to Peter. Oh, be sure to pack your hiking boots!" he called 
out as Spock headed for the door. 

"Hiking boots?" 

Spock was grateful his own astonishment didn’t eirror what was on McCoy’s face. ‘Hiking boots,* he said firaly 
as he steered McCoy down the hall to the elevator. 


"! like your uncle, Peter. He’s not at all what I would expect a Starfleet adeiral to be. He could chare the 
birds out of the trees! 

"] think he’s done just that a number of tiaes, Tess," said Peter Kirk with a laugh. "I’s really glad he 
caae.° 

"You sound as though you thought he aight not. 

Peter grinned sheepishly. "I don’t know what I thought. J haven’t seen hia since he brought ae home fifteen 
years ago." He looked off into the distance. ‘He charas people, Tess, but he never lets anyone get close. ! think 
the only people who really know hia are Mr. Spock and Or. McCoy." 

"He sounds like a lonely man.° 

"Lonely? No, I doubt if that would quite describe hia. A person is lonely when he has no one to whoa he can 
reach out. Uncle Jia could reach out to half the universe and be welcome. The difference is he won’t let hiaself.* 

"I thought you didn’t know hie.” 

"I’m quoting Gran..." Approaching voices interrupted hia. Kirk and McCoy appeared out of the dusky twilight. 

"Oops," said McCoy, ‘I believe we arrived just where we’re not wanted.’ 

"Nonsense, Dr. McCoy," said Tess, ‘you’re fasily now, or maybe I’9 family now. Howdid those vows go, 
Peter?" : 

"You pro@ised to support ae for life," said Peter soleanly. 

"If you’re going to include ae as fapily, then you’d better start calling ae Uncle Len,® said McCoy. ‘It makes 
ae feel creaky being called Dr. McCoy by such a beautiful young lady.’ 

"Now wait a ainute,* said Kirk in aock indignation. "I call you Or. McCoy!" 

"You’re not a beautiful young lady." 

Tess giggled at their conversation. "It’s a little overwhelaing for a poor orphan like ae to suddenly have a 
husband and al] sorts of uncles..." 

"Hold it," said Kirk. ‘Dr. McCoy may be your uncle, [’@ just plain Jia." 
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Tess looked at hia, at the clear, practically unlined face with the laughing hazel eyes, and her heart aelted. 
It was easy to see why So many people would care about his aan. What was it Peter had said, that half the universe 
would welcome hia? "Thank you," she said finally. ‘I like just plain Jia.® She saw his eyes darken as though a 
light had been switched off, and she remeabered sosething else Peter had said. Although half the universe would 
reach out te hia, he would no longer reach back. 

"Well, since this wild bash you’re throwing seems to be turning into an all-night party, I’a going to take a 
break for an hour or so," said Kirk, missing the sharp look McCoy gave hia. He gently put his hands on each side of 
Tess’s face and kissed her on the forehead. ‘Welcome to the fapily, Tess. Peter had truly done us proud." He gave 
Peter aclap on the shoulder, then walked off into the gathering darkness. 

"Il wonder if he realizes there are only two of this particular branch of the Kirk family left?" said Peter 
quietly, causing McCoy to turn his stare from Kirk to hia. 

"Three," said Tess sternly, “and that nuaber will grow quicky if I have any say in the eatter.' 

Peter visibly blushed, even in the twilight. ‘Well, I guess we should get back to the party, seeing that we’re 
the quests of honor. Cosing, Dr. McCoy?" 

"Uncle Len, duamy," said Tess as she slipped a hand under McCoy’s ara, “and of course he’s coaing!" 

The harvest goon was peeking over the horizon as Kirk cage to the old-fashioned iron love seat at the end of 
the yard. He eased hiself down, then leaned back and watched the aoon as it rose in its solitary splendor, its 
pale light accenting the carefully laid-out garden surrounding hia. Although he would never adait it to McCoy, he 
still had little stamina, and when he got tired he found it hard to control his emotions, something he had always 
been able to do in the past. 

There were a lot of aemories here, a lot of good aeeories - and a few painful ones. It was partly because of 
those memories that he had wanted to get away from the others for awhile, tobe by hiaself, to have time with 
people who were no longer there. 

Spock stopped at the edge of the house. He could see Kirk sitting by hiaself and wondered if his presence 
would be considered an intrusion. However, his understanding of Kirk’s needs drew hia forward. 

"I was wondering when you’d cose," said Kirk quietly. 

"I do not ean to intrude.* 

"You’re not. Come and sit down.” Spock soved forward and sat down beside Kirk. They watched in silence while 
the rising aoon brought everything into sharper focus. "Dad and } spent a lot of time out here," said Kirk finally. 
"Il learned about the stars froe hia." 

"IT aa sorry I never had a chance to aeet hie," said Spock. 

"You would have liked hie." He fell silent and Spock looked at hia, sure there was sowething bothering Kirk, 
but not sure how to go about asking. Finally Kirk opened up. "I wish I hadn’t come back, Spock. J wanted to 
reaeaber hose as J once knew it, not like it is now with everyone I loved gone... 

Spock didn’t know how to answer. “Jia, you are tired..." 

"Yes, I’m tired,” agreed Kirk, but in a tone that warned Spock he was treading on private ground. “I talked to 
Peter earlier," he said, obviously changing the subject. "His university class is going on aresearch project to 
Kadar. He wants us to go along." 

Spock paused for a moment as he recalled what he knew about Kadar. “I believe an old civilization has recently 
been discovered there," he said. 

Kirk nodded. "Sae’s nose was always buried in a microscope, his son’s is buried under arock.” He shook his 
head. "A full professor at twenty-five. That’s going some." 

"You taught at the Academy when you were not auch eore than twenty.° 

"T’a na longer twenty, which McCoy seeas to be taking great delight in reminding ae of recently." He looked at 
Spock. "Would you take thirty-two students, an odd assortaent of interested persons, and the entire university 
archaeology staff on your honeyaoon?" 

"Unknowns I have never been on a honeyaoon.° 

"Well, the average person wouldn’t." 

"Are we going?® 

"Where?" 

"Dn the honeyaoon.* 

Kirk laughed at Spock’s choice of words. ‘I don’t know. What do you think?" 

"To research soaething new is always of interest. | believe Kadar has an agreeable cliaate. There are worse 
places to be. Considering the fact that Dr. McCoy is close to tying us down on a sandy beach somewhere to insure 
the fact that we actually do rest, this might be an acceptable way to fulfill his wishes and not becose bored out 
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of our ainds while doing it. 

"I was thinking the sage thing,” said Kirk with a grin, “but I wasn’t sure how it would hit you.* 

"It hits me favorable,” said Spock with a slight saile. "Shall we pose the question to Dr. McCoy and 
discover what his reaction is?* 

As Spock started back toward the party, he noticed that Kirk was hanging behind, looking across at the seal! 
ceaetery that held the fasily’s graves. He frowned. He had seen the eagerness in Peter’s face each tiae he looked 
at Kirk, and, with dismay, had seen Kirk draw away, just as he seemed to draw away from everybody. Why, Jia? he 
wondered, it’s been years since I’ve seen you respond to anyone unless it was absolutely necessary, op a copplete 
accident, and then only for the briefest of vovents. Kirk caught up with hia and together they walked across the 
lawn. You once told ae all that you wanted to share with your brother, and here you have a chance to reach out to 
his son, yet you won’t. What is stopping you? 

"There you are!" cage McCoy’s booging voice. "Jia, you’ve got to save ae from this new niece of gine. I’ an 
old aan. If J keep trying all those new-fangled dances, I’@ going to have a heart attack! Take over for ae, will 
you?" 

"All right, Doctor,® said Kirk with a grin. "I’d hate for you to litter the dance floor with your prone body. 
Spock, tell hia what’s in store for us. 171] be back.’ 

Tess finally got what she had hoped for all evening, the chance to be held in Kirk’s strong aras as he twirled 
her around in a breathless polka. He was a contradiction - one aoment boyish and carefree, the next serious, alaost 
intimidating - and that fascinated her. When the dance finally ended, she pleaded exhaustion and he steered her 
over to a bench, leaving to get drinks for both of thea. 

"Thank you,” she said as he handed one to her, then slid down so he could sit beside her. She looked over to 
where McCoy and Spock were deep in conversation. “I’ve never eet a Vulcan before,® she said. "He seeas very nice.* 

"He’s gore than that," said Kirk quietly, alaost to hiaself. 

She looked at hia, but he wa looking at Spock with an expression she had never seen on anyone’s face before. 

"You’ve known hia long?® 

"It seeas a lifetine." 

"IT hope Peter says that about ae someday,” said Tess with a wistful tone in her voice. 

Kirk’s attention was back on her. "Sowe people find love a dangerous discovery, Tess. 

She shook her head. "Not to someone who had never known love before | eet Peter.” She glanced over at Spock. 
"The wonder of love outweighs the dangers, wouldn’t you say.° 

Daan, thought Kirk, this child is hitting a little too close to the aark, He was grateful to see Peter 
walking over to thea. “It’s about tise," he called out. "J just swept your wife off her feet. I think she needs a 
little aouth-to-south resuscitation.” He got up. aco for bed. You two can stay up all night if you 
want.” 

"Uncle Jia..." Peter’s voice stopped Kirk. ‘Thanks for cosing.° 

Kirk looked at hia and for an instant found hiaself wanting to hug the boy standing across froa hia, yet knew 
he never would. “Goodnight, Peter." He glanced at Tess. ‘You’ve caught yourself one dilly of a helpmate.* 

“Don’t I know it!* said Peter, putting his ara around Tess. 

"Goodnight, Jia," said Tess. "Sleep well.” As he walked away, Kirk had the distinct iapression that Tess knew 
he would probably get very little sleep that night, and an uncomfortable feeling that she knew why. 


Kirk followed Spock on his hands and knees, crawling through the dark digs of the ancient Kadarn civilization. 
He had honestly expected to be bored, thinking of archaeologists as dusty old men with long beards who never lived 
in the present. When they had arrived on Kadar as part of Peter’s honeyaoon party, he had discovered a lively 
group already gathered, and they were as far removed froa being old fossils as he could igagine. He was quickly 
infected with their enthusiasa. In turn, they were iapressed by his intelligence, and the quickness he showed in 
understanding what they were teaching hia 

To everyone’s surprise, except for Kirk, Spock appeared to be well-versed in Kadarn history, and his knowledge 
of archaeology rivaled that of aany of the eore qualified people. As always, Kirk was proud of his Vulcan. 

Ny Vulcan, he chuckled to hiaself as he crawled along. ! wonder if Spock would resent it if he knew J 
thought of hia that way? He looked at the shadowy figure soving ahead of hia. Then again, he probably already 
knows. I wonder if I have any secrets of ay own? Probably not. When you get to the point where silent coppanice- 
tion accoaplishes sore than the spoken work, I guess there’s little left to hide. 

Ahead of hia, he saw Spock getting to his feet. He crawled a little further, then did the sage. The corridor 
they had been aoving down was dialy lit. Looking up, he saw a bright light. 
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"Is that the vault?" 

"Affirmative," said Spock. “It appears to have remained untouched by intruders through the aany centuries of 
its existence. It is a find of incalculable value.® 

"Come on, let’s go look!* 

The vault was the burial toab of an ancient Kadarn ruler, containing all the objects of value froa that earlier 
tise. Kirk and Spock stopped in the entrance. The Vulcan’s face was expressionless, but Kirk’s airrored his awe of 
the beauty contained within. 

"My god," he said finally, “I’ve read about such finds, but I never thought I’d see anything like this!" 

The entire vault was lined with the precious aetals of Kadar, the lights causing brilliant reds and blues, 
golds and greens to glow froa the walls. Magnificent carvings adorned the aetal, and huge figures aolded out of 
the sage substance were placed at regular intervals around the vault. 

In the aiddle of the floor stood a large throne. A tall, sculpted figure was seated on the throne, dressed in 
a heavy material which, from a distance, lookd like plush velvet. What held Kirk’s attention was the handsose face 
and the green eyes which held his so unblinkingly. Dark hair cascaded over the figure’s shoulders and the strong, 
veined hands held firaly onto the throne’s aras. 

Somehow Kirk’s hand had found Spock’s ara. “It’s spooky,® he whispered. “It’s alaost as if he’s alive. I get 
the feeling that all I have to do is say hello and he would rise to his feet.® 

"Why don’t you try it?" 

Kirk shot a startled look at Spock before he realized he was being teased. ‘Very funny,® he said, dropping his 
hand, but he was grateful that Spock had broken the spell and the beautiful statue had become just that, a eodel of 
a aan long since dead. 

Cheerful shouts rang out as they were noticed, and they were given a conducted tour and an exhaustive 
explanation of a lot of contradicting theories. Kirk grinned at Spock’s pained expression. The Vulcan was not used 
to so aany noreally logical ainds all running aauck at the Saee tine, with little supporting evidence for the 
theories they were expounding. 

When they had finally finished looking at each startling work of art, Kirk found hiaself once again drawn to 
the figure on the throne. The others were busy discussing the @arks under each of the carvings on the wall, trying 
to decipher what language they aight be based on. None of thea noticed Kirk moving away, except for Tess. She 
stood watching Kirk as he stopped in front of the throne, and was suddenly startled by the similarity of the two 
figures. Physically, they were different, but each held an aura of power. 

Then she noticed Spock was staring at Kirk as well, seeming alaost transfixed by the sight. Quietly, she aoved 
toward hia. The Vulcan intriqued her. She had tried to aake friends with hia, but he had regained distantly 
polite. It was only when he was with Kirk that a different side of his personality was allowed to show. "They are 
very alike, aren’t they”® she said quietly. 

"Indeed," said Spock. 

Tess looked at hia, surprised by Spock’s openness. “He would have been such a gan had he lived in those 
tiaes.* 

Spock nodded. ‘He is a leader. He could not exist otherwise.’ 

Tess glanced around, but the others had aoved further away, still arguing about the writing. She looked back 
at Kirk, Peter’s observations concerning his uncle running through her aind. "Why won’t you let people into your 
life, Jia?" She spoke so softly that she did not expect anyone to hear. She had not realized the keenness of 
Vulcan ears and saw Spock freeze at her side. Instantly she knew she had eade a aistake. For a brief second they 
had shared something, and, by speaking her thoughts aloud, she had unwittingly killed it. However, Spock was spared 
the necessity of trying to answer when Kirk looked over at thea. 

"He aust have been quite a aan," he called out. 

Spock and Tess walked over. Tess stared at the aotionless figure; Spock looked at Kirk. Kirk aet his look, a 
little puzzled by the expression on Spock’s face. Then his attention was diverted by Peter’s arrival. 

"Hey, folks, we’re calling it a day. Larry’s organizing a fishing party and we’re going to try to catch sose 
flannu, Like to come along?" 

"Indeed I would," said Kirk. ‘I was hoping to get in some fishing. I know McCoy would like to as well. 
Spock...?" His question left the Vulcan an easy out. 

"If you do not aind, I have other plans,” said Spock apologetically. 

"Right," said Kirk. "Shall we go?" 

Tess took Peter’s hand as they walked along behind Kirk and Spock. I wonder what it was that they really said 
then? she thought. They sees to have some sort of private language that doesn’t involve the words they are 
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speaking, She glanced over at Peter and saw hia smiling at her. Suddenly she was foolishly happy at being alive 
and earried to somebody so wonderful. She threw her aras around her astonished husband. ‘I’a going fishing with 
you, Peter," she said, suddenly not able to bear the thought of being away from hia for several hours. "I think 
it’s about tiae I learned to put a worm on a hook.’ * 


The swift stream bubbled through the carpeted forest} the strong sun glinted off the foaaing water. Ranged 
along the banks were the ardent fisheraen of the group. The aore serious had waded into the streae and were casting 
into the various pools and hollows. The others were sprawled on the aossy banks, letting their lines spill out into 
the water, waiting for something to coae along rather than seeking out their quarry. 

Tess was curled up at Peter’s feet. Kirk and McCoy sat a short distance away talking quietly. Suddenly Tess 
let out a shriek as the pole in her hand bent deeply. 

"Don’t let go!" yelled Peter, momentarily fearing Tess would throw the rod into the rushing water. Quickly he 
instructed her as to how to work the fiesty flanna over to the shore where it could be easily netted. Eventually 
a large, fat fish lay glistening in the sun. 

"My word,” said McCoy, "that one could feed a faaily for a week!* 

"Is it really that good?" asked Tess. 

"T’a iepressed,” said Kirk. "It’s no easy task keeping something like that hooked long enough to bring it to 
shore.* 

"In that case,” said Tess in happy relief, "I hereby retire to watch the aenfolk fish. I don’t like it!® 

They al] laughed and turned their attention back to their poles; gradually their conversation started again. 
Suddenly McCoy froze at something Peter was Saying. 

"Uncle Jia, why didn’t you ever start a family? In this day and age I know aarriage is pretty auch an outdated 
institution, and heaven knows you’ve earned your freedom, but don’t you sometiaes feel you’ve aissed out on 
sosething awfully iaportant?® 

McCoy’s eyes flashed to Kirk’s face and saw the pain he knew would be there. Ha reaeabered the first tiee he 
had ever aet Carol Marcus. It had been years earlier, but already her reputation as a scientist was well~establish- 
ed. 

He had heard all about her from Kirk. A few years before Kirk and McCoy first eet, Jia and Carol had been 
quite close, but it had broken off for the usual reasons. They were both driven professionals and neither could - 
or would - change their goals. But from the way Jia still talked about her, there was an obvious fondness and a 
great deal of respect there. 

On one early shore leave the young Lt. Kirk and the newly enlisted McCoy had spent together, Jia discovered 
that Carol was stationed on a nearby planet, so they had piled into a shuttle on the spur of the aoment and gone to 
surprise her. 

“Jia - oh ay god!’ 

McCoy’s eyebrows lifted, It wasn’t exactly the reaction he had been expecting, frop what Kirk had hinted about 
the relationship. 

“Hi, Carol," said Kirk with an easy saile, “Suess I’» about the last person you were expecting, This is 
Dp, Leonard McCoy, I’ve told hia an awful lot about you,” 

“And all of it good, I aight add, Dr. Marcus,” said Ncloy gallantly as he tried to figure out why she saddenly 
looked so nervoas, Then a loud wail sounded from behind her, 

“Oh...” She seeped suddenly at a Joss for words, “Cope on in,” she said finally, then turned and harried 
ahead of then. “Bavid, what on earth have you senaged to get into now?” She picked up a spall, blonde child who 
stopped crying as soon as he was in her aras, 

"Babysitting?" asked Kirk, 

Carol looked at the child for a ponent, then shook her head, not looking at kirk. “Ho. 

“Oh,” said Rirk, popentarily at a loss for words, 

"Jin..." Her voice died away, then she put the child down again. “Here, David,” she said, giving hia a toy. 
Finally she looked at Kirk, “Would you like a drink, Jin? How about you, Dr, HcCoy?" Both pen were staring at the 
child, 

Saddenly Kirk reached oat and grabbed her ara, “How old is he?’ 

“He was two last week.” 

NcCoy looked at her sharply. It was now obvious to hia why she was nervous, aod it was obviogs Rirk was peaking 
the connection, too, “Jin, perhaps we'd better..." He broke off. Heither of the» even knew he was there. 

“Is he...?” Kirk couldn’t say it. 
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She nodded. ‘I wanted this child, Jia. I didn’t want to barden you,,,” 

"Burden ne? My god, Carol, he’s ay son!” 

“Wow hold it right there?” said Carol angrily. “It was ay choice to have hip and ay choice to keephia. I 
wasn’t going to tell you, and if you repepber our last conversation, you'll know why.” 

Kirk looked like he’d been hit in the stonach, “We were honest with each other.” 

She nodded. “And we'll continue to be, | look after hin well, Jin, and he doesn’t need the confusion of 
people running in and out of his life, I’Il give hia everything he needs...* 

“Carol, he’s ay flesh and blood.../* 

She alaost flinched as she looked at the pain in his eyes, but sopething inside refused to let her back down. 
"Yes, heise Bat anless you can love us enough to stay with us, you'll stay away from hia, and fron pe...” 

McCoy closed his eyes. The incident had precipitated one of the few tiaes he had ever seen Kirk cry. It was 
after that that McCoy noticed Kirk’s attitude toward other people changing. He remained the chariseatic leader but, 
except for Spock, few people would ever be close to hia again. That episode had left an indelible aark on Kirk, and 
McCoy had no idea if Carol Marcus was still a hot dagger in Kirk’s heart. 

Kirk’s voice caused McCoy to look over at hia. He was not looking at anyone, but had his eyes fixed on the 
rushing water. “I wouldn’t be any good as a father, Peter} I’a not in one place long enough. It’s no good for a 
kid to know his..." his voice broke a little, but he covered it with acough, "...his father by a collection of 
stories. If he can’t have the real thing, then it’s better he have no father at all." He looked over at Tess. ‘I 
have a feeling you know what I’a talking about," he said with a slight saile. 

She nodded. "I never knew ay parents, but I thing I would have resented it had I thought they didn’t feel I 
was worth bothering with." 

McCoy’s eouth tightened. This was not a good conversation. "Hey," he said, "why don’t you two take this 
aonster back to caap and get dinner started while Jia and I go upstream and see if we can capture some breakfast?® 

"Sounds good to ae," said Tess with a grin. "Okay, Peter?’ He nodded and started reeling in his line. Kirk 
shot a grateful look in McCoy’s direction, which the doctor acknowledged with a raised eyebron. 

Peter and Tess were out of sight before McCoy spoke again. ‘You okay, Jia?® 

Kirk was kneeling beside his tackle and, for a moment, McCoy wasn’t sure he had heard the question. Finally he 
shook his head. "How long does the pain last, Bones? Why can’t | forget?" 

"Because you’re huaan,” said McCoy, putting a hand on Kirk’s shoulder, his heart aching as he saw the unshed 
tears in the hazel eyes. "You wouldn’t be the gan you are if you deliberately forgot your own son." 

"It’s funny," said Kirk with a bitter laugh. "I keep expecting to hear from hie. Does he hate ae so auch for 
staying away? Hell, she was the one who told ae to..." Again his voice broke, but this tiee he did nothing to 
disguise the aisery he was feeling. 

"I can’t answer that," said McCoy quietly. 

"No, | know," said Kirk, aomentarily putting his hand on top of McCoy’s and giving it a gentle squeeze of 
thanks. "Guess I’@ down on ayself again.” 

"Yeah, well, let’s go get some fish, then head on back. A good geal and a sound sleep will help clear up that 


eood." * 


The idyllic days had to come to an end. The preliainary exploration of the dig was coapleted and aore experts 
were coming in to start the detailed cataloging. The universities were ready to start their new seaesters, and the 
various instructors had to get back. 

NicCoy was going to go on ahead with one of the first groups leaving. He had to get back to interview some new 
aedical personnel who had applied for assignaent on the Enterprise. Kirk and Spock would follow in a few days 
with the honeyaoon party, 

The night before McCoy left, the three friends went for a tong walk in the bright Kadarn aoonlight. It was a 
coafortable tise with little conversation, just the easy companionship that they had shared for aany years. Finally, 
they stopped at a grove of trees. Kirk stood looking at the vast array of stars, his mind obviously far away. 

"Star light, star bright..." McCoy’s voice jolted hia back to the present. "What were you wishing, Jia?* 

"Who, oe?" Kirk sailed slightly. "That this moment would never end. That the life we know would never have 
to come to an end." He looked at the others. “It’s just so right, the three of us together..." He fell silent. 

McCoy looked at hia, worry clouding his eyes. "That was an awfully wistful tone of voice, Jia.® 

"Was it?" said Kirk. "Sorry." He leaned back against one of the trees. "I was talking to a group of Peter’s 
friends earlier today. They were hot under the collar about a professor who had insisted on cosing to these digs 
when he was long past being useful. They were discussing the difficulties it caused thea when he couldn’t keep upiy 
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when he interfered with the work being done.® He sighed slightly. ‘I remeabar when I used to feel that way.° 

"You’re hardly interfering here, Jia,“ said Spock softly. 

Kirk looked at hia. ‘Not here, no." 

I don’t like this, thought McCoy. Jia sounds like he’s including hiaself in the “useless” category. Doesn’t 
he realize yet how auch we need hin, how puch so pany people need hia? Maybe he’s right. Vacations often don’t 
seen to bo the best thing for hia, When he’s buried under a pountain of work, he doesn’t havae tise to dreap up 
such nonsense. There’s areal purpose to his life, but he seens to be losing sight of it. "I think it’s time you 
ended your vacation, Jia,” he said aloud, trying to change the aood. “Is this the sage aan who was trying to run 
Starfleet single-handedly a few weeks ago?® 

"Was I being a nuisance then, Bones?" 

A cold luap hit McCoy’s stomach. What was Kirk driving at? "Only to me. I think everyone else was grateful 
you could do their job better than they could.’ 

Kirk sailed. ‘"Adairal know-it~all.° 

"You better believe it, and I want no aore of this kind of talk. A university professor, no aatter how good, 
is nowhere near being in the same league as aman of starship rank, especially one named Kirk. Useless is the last 
work I would use to describe you!® 

"Okay, I won’t argue." Kirk looked at his chronometer. "We’d better head for bed. You’ve got to get up 
early, Doctor, and after all our lazy days of sleeping in, it might prove to be a bit difficult.® 

Their conversation on the way back was full of cheerful kidding, and McCoy gradually relaxed. Whatever it was 
that had held Kirk in its clutches seemed to have vanished, leaving the confident aan he had always known. 


A few days later, Kirk caught up with Spock as the Vulcan was finishing his breakfast. ‘The kids are going 
down Luben’s Tunnel. You want to come along?" 

"Do you think that’s wise, Jim? Most of the experienced personnel are gone. That part of the find is newly 
opened, and gost of it is not yet properly shored.® 

"Oh, come on, it’s not that dangerous. Besides, we just might find another vault down there. Would you want 
to aiss something like that?" Spock adaitted that he wouldn’t, so, against his better judgaent, he joined the large 
group. 

As they passed through the vault where the figure sat in eternal splendor, Spock noticed Kirk lagging behind. 
He stopped and watched as Kirk once again stood in front of the aagnificent carving. Finally he retraced his steps. 
"Are you all right, Jia?" 

"Hua?" Kirk seeaed to be struggling to bring his thoughts together. 

"You appeared to be somewhat preoccupied.’ 

Kirk smiled slightly. "Guess I was.” He reached out and touched the edge of the figure’s robe. "I wonder if 
he ever had any probleas?® 

"Anyone who has lived has had probleas.’ 

"IT suppose. Sitting there like that, though, you somehow get the feeling he ganaged to avoid thea." 

Spock looked at his thoughtfully, then drew a deep breath. ‘Jia, what’s bothering you?" 

Kirk didn’t eet his questioning gaze. For a while he had been able to forget the fear and depression he had 
been living with back at Starfleet, but not that their vacation was coming to an end, it was back, worse than ever. 
He stood in silence for a few ainutes, knowing he had to let go, had to reveal to soaeone what he had been fighting, 
and acknowledge the fears that were winning. He finally looked at Spock, knowing the Vulcan was one person he could 
tell without diainishing hiaself in the other’s sight. "I’a tired, Spock, anda little scared. I’a always having 
to coapensate for this daan head of aine thata refuses to work properly. McCoy’s wearing ae out by constantly 
breathing down ay neck, asking questions, repeating tests that tell hia the saee thing over and over again. Every~ 
where I turn at Starfleet I find people with their hands out, always wanting gore than I can give. I can’t go back 
to that, Spock, To be honest, all I want to do is sluap down in a corner and let life go on without ee.° 

Spock’s eyes softened, knowing the trust it took for Kirk to have told his something so personal. "Depression 
Can be a dangerous opponent, Jia,® he said quietly, knowing he didn’t have to say anything aore. Kirk would 
understand what he was talking about. As Kirk nodded slowly, Spock continuied, "I gather you have said nothing to 
McCoy about this." 

Kirk shook his head. "I think he’s suspicious, but if I let go, he’l] take ay comaand.” 

Spock looked at hia, his dark eyes filling with concern ashe realized the depth of Kirk’s depression. 
"Dr. McCoy is very unlikely to do that." 

"Maybe," said Kirk without conviction, "He said he wouldn’t let anyone with ay efficiency rating on duty...’ 
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His voice softened. "Then he said J wouldn’t let anyone with ay efficiency rating on duty, and he’s right." He 
turned away. “Aa I kidding ayself that I’a still the aan I was before that daaned accident?* 

"Jia, I believe the doctor sentioned those efficiency ratings before you came to Kadar in an atteapt to force 
you to take R& R. You have had several weeks to relax. [ would imagine your tests are now satisfactory. As for 
your last question, if you have the awareness to ask, you are not looking to ae for an answer." 

Kirk turned around and looked at the Vulcan. “McCoy once said something very like that, when I expressed 
sisilar doubts about the M5 coaputer.* 

"Il assuage your answer then was correct.” 

"Then it was. Now? Now I’a not so sure." He sighed. ‘Come on, the kids are way ahead of us. It wouldn’’ 
do if the senior aeabers of the expedition got lost." 

The ruables and accoapanying vibrations re*-hed thea long before they got to Luben’s Tunnel. They had to 
balance against the rock walls to stop theaselves from being flung off their feet. 

"Daan!" swore Kirk. "Something’s happening ahead." He increased his pace, stuabling along the gloomy corridor, 
Spock close on his heels. When they got to the entrance of Luben’s Tunnel, all they found was dust and rubble. 

"I do not believe there is another entrance," said Spock. 

"Then we goin froma this end,” Kirk said with quiet deteraination. Together they set to work on the pile of 
rock that was blocking their way. It took along tise to dig a hole large enough for thea to fit through. The 
tunnel ahead was littered with rocks and debris, but they @anaged to pick their way through. 

"Jia, look out!" A hard shove sent Kirk sprawling down the tunnel. He lost his footing on the Ioose rocks and 
fell heavily, striking his head against a jutting rock. He waS unconscious before he hit the ground. He didn’t 
hear the rocks falling, didn’t see thea knock Spock off his feet and crush hia against the wall. 


"Uncle Jia?" A gentle hand was wiping his face. "Come on, wake up.” 

Kirk groaned slightly as he opened his eyes. A blurred, double iaage gradually cage into soae sort of focus. 
"Spock..." 

"Lie still, you’re the only one here.° 

"But he’s..." Kirk tried to get up, but he couldn’t. His right ara and leg were refusing to function. "He 
was..." His voice broke off in a gasp as a knifing pain seared through his head, causing hia to aosentarily lose 
consciousness. 

"Jerry..." Peter’s voice reached Kirk’s ears froa a long distance away. “Give ae a hand. We’ve got to aove 
hia to a ore stable area." Kirk felt hiaself being lifted and tried to protest, knowing there was sosething 
iaportant he had to do, but too confused and disoriented to reaeaber what. Then blackness rose up and claiaed hia 


again * 


A cool cloth was running over his face. The knife was still there, throbbing its searing pain through his 
skull. He opened his eyes.. Tess was sitting with his head in her lap. "Peter, he’s awake!" 

Instantly Peter was at his side. "How are you feeling?" 

"Okay,* said Kirk weakly, "What happened?" 

"Usual trouble with archaeological digs - an earth shift. We seea to be trapped, but the tunnel’s open ahead 
so we’re going to continue on to see if there’s any way out." 

Kirk stirred restlessly, knowing there was something iaportant he had to remember, but his head hurt too badly 
to concentrate. "Must get up," he said, his head spinning as he aoved. His vision started to fade and he sluaped 
back down, hitting the stone floor with a fist clenched weakly in frustration. He was totally helpless. 

"Don’t worry, we’ll get out," said Peter with sore confidence than he felt. He nodded to the others as Jerry 
stepped forward. They carefully lifted Kirk to his feet. "Can you hang onto us, Uncle Jia?" Just then there was 
another slight treaor under their feet. ‘Come on," said Peter, ‘we’d better get out of here.® 

They didn’t aake it. Traveling burdened as they were, even as spread out as the group was, they did not escape 
the next rockfall. Kirk felt hiaself being shoved down and tried to see what was happening, but suddenly there was 
too auch blinding dust, and all he could do was draw choking breaths like the others. 


"How aany, Tess?" 

Tess finished tying the bloodstained cloth around Kirk’s head, then looked up at Jerry who was standing over 
thea. "Fifteen or sixteen, I’a not sure." She turned to Kirk, who had begun struggling to sit up. "Hey, take it 
easy," she said as she eased hia back against the wall with Jerry’s help. 

Kirk waited for a few minutes until he was sure he wasn’t going to pass out again, then looked at Tess. ‘What 
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happened?" He felt he was beginning to sound like a broken record. 

"Which tiae?" asked Tess wearily. ‘You’ve ben unconscious for three hours.” She picked up a hollow stone 
filled with water. "Here, try to drink some of this.’ 

Kirk took a couple of mouthfuls, then put his head in his hands. It felt like it was going to fall off, and he 
wished it would do so soon. Eventually he looked up. ‘I heard you say something about sixteen?® 

"That’s how gany we know are still alive after the last cave-in. If it weren’t for Jerry and..." Her voice 
broke and she swallowed hard. ‘We’re lucky to have that aany left.” 

Kirk felt a jolt run through hia as Tess’s voice broke. He looked around, his head reeling at the aovenent. 
"Where’s Peter?® he asked, a cold hand suddenly clutching at his insides as Tess turned away. 

"He’s back there, Admiral,’ said Jerry softly, pointing at a pile of rock and dirt filling the corridor. "He 
was hurt in the last rockfall, but insisted that we get yous out first. By the tiae we tried to get back to hia, it 
was too late." ~ 

"We’ve got to get hia out'® said Kirk, his @ind screaming a denial of Jerry’s words. 

"Adairal, it’s too late!" Jerry’s voice softened. ‘Everyone’s too badly hurt for heroics, including you." 

Kirk sluaped back against the wall. Jerry was right. He could bluster all he wanted but this tiee he could do 
nothing. Then he suddenly reaeabered Spock, buried somewhere behind thea under tons of rock and debris. There was 
no way he could still be alive. Over half the kids, including his nephew, had been killed, killed because they had 
insisted on dragging hia along. They were young and aobile, they could have aade it without hia. Like the old 
professor, he was but a useless appendage, and now had been the cause of needless death. The young should not die 
to save the old, it was not the right order of things. He closed his eyes and for the first time in his life 
adaitted defeat. * 


The lights in the rooa had been dimmed, throwing gentle shadows on the soft beige walls. A aan lay curled up 
on a bed in the far corner. He faced the wall, unaoving, his ares wrapped around his head, obscuring his features. 
The coveralls he word showed hia to be a patient. Hidden equipment aonitored hia closely. A tray of food sat 
untouched on a table beside the bed. 

A slight buzzing sound indicated that the lock on the door had been activated. Light flooded the rooa as the 
door opened, then was cut off as the panels slid shut. Footsteps case closer to the bed, then stopped. There was 
no reaction froa the curled figure. 

"Welcome back, Jia." 

For a long tie there was no response, then the aan slowly brought his aras down and rolled onto his back. 
"Bones?" 

"One and the same,” said McCoy as he looked at the reddened, tormented eyes of his friend. “Rumor has it you 
need a medical aan, so | cage as fast as I could.’ 

"So they obviously don’t think I’@ a terminal case," said Kirk, a shadow of a smile beginning to pull at the 
edges of his aouth. But the saile didn’t touch his eyes, the haunted, aleost wild-looking eyes that had once been 
so full of self-assurance and confidence. 

McCoy stood looking at Kirk in silence for a moment. ‘Do you feel like a terminal case?" he asked finally. 

As they looked at each other, McCoy could see the fear flickering in the hazel depths. Then Kirk rolled onto 
his side, slowly curling back into a fetal position, his aras once again wrapping around his head. 

McCoy took a slow, deep breath. "Your lunch is on the table, Adairal. You’d better eat it before everything 
congeals. 171] be back later." There was no answer, nor had he really expected one. 

"He’s on constant aonitor?" asked McCoy as he stood in the office of the Director of Services Rehabilitation. 

"Twenty-four hours," said Eric Trainor, research specialist as well as director of the large facility. 

"It’s the wrong approach,” said McCoy bluntly. ‘Come on, Eric, be sensible! He’s got a severe head injury, 
he’s confused and -disoriented, desperately needing the contact of other people, and you’re watching hia with a 
aonitor? Good god, aan, where’s your husanity?" He glared at Trainor. ‘The Enterprise has gone out on’ a_ shake-~ 
down cruise. On ay medical authority I’a taking hia out of here and back to people who do care." 

"You’re what? Leonard, you’re out of your aind!* 

"Not quite, Eric, but you’!] have Kirk out of his if you keep hia in that room auch longer.* 

"He already is.’ 

An icy coldness crept into McCoy’s eyes. "On what do you base that diagnosis?® 

"Tests. The face that since he regained consciousness he hasn’t spoken, refuses to eat unless forced...* 

McCoy snorted. "He just talked to ae and sounded rational enough. I think if you check your precious aonitor 
you’ 11 find hia eating too.” 
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"You’re as crazy aS he is!" said Trainor. He scanned the coded board in front of hia, then activated the view- 
screen. ‘You see, he’s..." His voice broke off as the igage of Jases Kirk appeared on the sa@all screen. He was 
sitting at the table slowly eating the meat that had been placed there some hours earlier. 

"I’ve always aaintained that solid food was better than dripping in nourishaent by IV’s," said McCoy with a 
saile. 

"I don’t believe it!” said Trainor. "We had to sedate hia alaost to unconsciousness to be able to feed hia." 
He looked at McCoy. ‘I igagine you have authorization to take hie..." 

McCoy dropped a tape on his desk. "The Enterprise shuttle is waiting to leave.’ 


",.ait took over a week to dig through the rubble they found Spock alaost by accident the first day, crushed 
under a rockslide. They sent hia straight to Earth since they had no personnel qualified to deal with a Vulcan. 
The aessage cage with hie that there was little hope for any other survivors..." 

"There weren’t eany," said Kirk bitterly. 

"No," agreed McCoy quietly, “and none of you were in very good shape when they found you. By the infinite 
wisdoa of somebody, they took you to Alpha IV. I wish to hell I could have been there, but that daaned Starfleet 
wouldn’t let ae go to Kadar, and then they didn’t notify ae that you’d been found. I know you needed ae, Jia, and 
I’a sorry I wasn’t there, that Spock wasn’t there." He looked at Kirk, but the question he had long expected Kirk 
to ask still didn’t cose. 

He got up and slowly aoved to the saoky divider that separated Kirk’s bedroom froa the large working area 
beyond. Kirk was in his own quarters; McCoy had not taken hia to Sickbay. After what Kirk had endured at the 
hospital, McCoy knew any type of restraint or aonitoring would cause hia to withdraw further into hiaself, so he had 
brought Kirk here and would place no restrictions on his aeovements. Finally he turned back to Kirk. "You haven’t 
Said anything about Spock. Aren’t you concerned about the fate of your best friend?° 

Kirk’s hands clutched tightly at the blanket covering hia. "I can’t think of..." 

"T’a not asking you to, Jia, I was just looking for a little huaan concern, or did they aanage to taka that 
away from you at the hospital? Heaven knows they’ve lost it theaselves'!" He aoved forward. "I know how difficult 
it was for you to try to tell ae what happened and I understand how you aust feel about those kids, but for god’s 
sake, don’t sacrifice yourself as a person!" 

Kirk’s eyes fell. "l’a sorry, Bones. Is Spock...is he...2" 

"He’s on Vulcan," said McCoy with a reassuring smile, “and we’re on our way to pick hia up. Now that he knows 
you’re all right, I would isagine he’s putting in a top-speed recovery." He sobered slightly as he came to sit on 
the chair beside Kirk’s bed. "When we thought you were dead, he was absolutely devastated. There was little ! 
could do for hia, so I ordered hia on extended sick leave and sent hia howe to Vulcan where his injuries could be 
treated by their healers.” He ran his hand through his hair, then looked back at Kirk. "In ay heart I knew I was 
sending hia howe to die." 

"You said he wasn’t that badly hurt!" 

"He was hurt, Jia. Physically, he could have recovered if he had tried to help hiaself, but we thought you 
were dead. The essence of what he is revolves around you, and you weren’t there. He wouldn’t try." 

"God, no," said Kirk softly, alaost to hiaself, “it can’t be like that again, not now..." J can’t have anyone 
depending on ne, not after what happened, what 1 did... causedse. 

McCoy looked at Kirk, puzzled. Kirk had obviously forgotten he was there. His aind seeaed far away and McCoy 
sensed he was withdrawing. He quickly changed the subject. "Jia, I pulled you out of the hospital with Trainor 
ready to put the crazy label on your file..." , 

"Just because I wouldn’t talk to hia?” 

You're rational, thought McCoy. You knew exactly what those people were after, yet sopething inside you 
woaldn’t let you give, sopething very deep and painful. He nodded. "You’re no crazier than | am, You aust have 
had a good reason for staying silent, for refusing to eat. What was it?" McCoy held his breath, waiting for Kirk’s 
reaction. It was either going to be extremely violent, or... 

Slowly Kirk curled up onto his side. Before he could wrap his aras around his head, McCoy shoved a pillow at 
hia. "Here, hang onto this." 

Kirk hugged the pillow tightly against his chest. His eyes were closed and his breathing harsh and ragged. 

"You’re not alone any gore, Jia," cage McCoy’s voice. 

"That’s just it, Bones. | don’t deserve your caring. ! should have been left to die..." He let go of the 
pillow and started to lift his aras. 

"No, Jia," said McCoy, catching his hands, “it’s time to face reality, to stop running from it." It took real 
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strength for a ainute to stop Kirk from fighting hie. Gradually Kirk relaxed and McCoy put his hands back on the 
pillow. "Okay now?® 

Kirk shook his haad. ‘“It’l] never be okay." 

McCoy reached out and covered Kirk’s hands with his own, “Jia, you’ve got to let it go. Can’t you try a 
little?" 

Kirk opened his mouth, then hesitated. ‘I don’t think I have any answers, Bones." 

"How about questions? What is it you can’t answer?" 

"Something you can’t help ae with." 

For a moment their eyes held, then McCoy slowly stood up, knowing Kirk couldn’t take any aore at the aosent. 
"I think that’s enough for now. You need sleep and I need some dinner. Give ae a yell if you want anything. 11] 
be back to check on you." 

"Could you turn off the light before you go?" 

"You sure you want the dark?" 

"T’ve lived with light since I came to back at the hospital. I just want to sink into an all-enveloping 
blackness, an absolute nothingness. Maybe then I can sleep..." His voice grew very quiet. "Maybe then I can 
escape the nighteares..." He shuddered as the cruel eesories rose up again. The sight of those dead kids, the 
awful thought of Spock crushed and alone for all those days...and it was all his fault. 

"T’ve got some..." began McCoy. 

"No, thank you, but I don’t want any drugs. I can’t run froa this and I shouldn’t be allowed to forget." 

"Forget what?" 

Kirk shook his head. He couldn’t tell McCoy, not yet. 

"Okay," said McCoy. “You sure J can’t bring you something to eat?® 

Kirk shook his head again. "You ganaged to get ae to eat a large meal only a few hours ago." 

McCoy watched as Kirk pushed the pillow away and curled up with his aras once again wrapped around his head. 
He felt fear touch his heart. The Enterprise was on its way back to San Francisco via Vulcan. In a few weeks 
Kirk would be facing a panel of experts who would be carefully evaluating his ability to retain command. How auch 
dagage was there? How auch could be healed before then? McCoy wasn’t worried about the physical aspect} that would 
heal in tiae. it was Kirk’s mental state. Unless Kirk would open up and talk to his, he could do nothing to help. 
Daan and blast Starfleet! Because of their endless stupidity, Kirk had spent two weeks in that infernal hospital. 
After he had regained consciousness, he had had two weeks of isolation to build up to the crisis he was now facing. 
McCoy was sure that if he had been able to get to hia before this he could have done something to help, even aight 
have been able to avoid the whole situation. 

Kirk had told hia a little bit about what had happened during the cave-in, about what had happened to the kids, 
but he had said nothing about what had happened to hia. It was something that had torn away whatever it was that 
aade Kirk the extraordinary leader he was, and McCoy had to find some way of getting it back, or else... 


As the days passed, McCoy spent a lot of tine with Kirk. Medically, Kirk was @aking slow iaproveaent. The 
trauga of his head injury had brought back, to a lesser degree, the physical weakness that had accompanied the 
previous skull fracture. However, Kirk had learned then the absolute necessity pf physical therapy and did not 
argue with McCoy’s rigorous schedule. While McCoy worked with hia, he kept trying to steer their conversation to 
Kirk’s nagging problea, but Kirk kept evading the questions. Gradually Kirk’s haunted look disappeared, but the 
pressures regained. His restless pacing around the ship underlined the remaining inner tension. 

"Hey, Jia-boy, you want some coapany?" 

Kirk turned to see McCoy coming down the corridor behind hia. ‘Sure, Bones, the aore the eerrier.‘ 

"You’re excited to have Spock back, aren’t you?" said McCoy with a grin. 

Kirk nodded. "I keep thinking how I would feel if he had died, if I had failed hia too..." 

"Failed hia too?" asked McCoy curiously. "Who else do you thing you’ve failed?" Kirk looked at hia with 
sudden desperation in his eyes, and McCoy had a feeling that he was alaost ready to open up; but this wasn’t the 
tise or the place, and they both knew it. He took a deep breath and prayed that there would be an opportunity 
later. 

Kirk stood fidgeting in the transporter room until the aaterialization process had been coapleted and Spock 
stood alive and whole in front of his. "Welcome aboard, Commander." Kirk’s voice underlined the strength of his 
Baotion. 

For a long aosent Spock stood aotionless on the transporter platfora, his eyes drinking in the sight of the aan 
he had believed dead. 
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Spock’s lost weight, thought McCoy. His colop doesn’t look all that good, but then, it never does. He 
wateched Kirk walk forward, a grin playing around his aouth. : 

"T’a not an apparition, Mister. You could at least say hello.' 

Spock appeared to shake hiesel¢ mentally. ‘“Per@ission to come aboard, sir," he said, his eyes locked on Kirk’s 
face. 

"Peraission granted," Kirk said quietly. 

Slowly Spock stepped down off the transporter platfora until he was facing Kirk. A soft wareath touched his 
eyes. "No, you are not an apparition." 

"Not yet," said Kirk with a grin. 

McCoy saw the weakness Spock was trying to hide and knew he had to get hia down to Sickbay as soon as he could. 
Quickly he aoved to stand beside Kirk. “By all the stars, Spock, don’t your Vulcan healers believe in feeding their 

atients?" 
' Spock had to drag his gaze from Kirk, but he aade a valiant effort to return the huaor. "No aore so than does 
the aedical practitioner aboard this ship," he said, looking pointedly at Kirk. 

Kirk laughed. "Looks like we’re going to have to prograa our own recovery. Come on, Spock, [711 walk you to 
your quarters. We’ve got a lot of catching up to do." 

McCoy caught up with thea at the turbolift. ‘I’ going to have to detour you, gentleaen," he said as all three 
of thea stepped into the turbolift. ‘You, Spock, are coming to Sickbay.° 

"Doctor, it is not necessary..." 

"It won’t work." He held up a tape. “This arrived froa your people yesterday. You’re not exactly healthy, ay 
friend, not according to this." 

Kirk’s eyes were instantly filled with worry, a reaction which McCoy noted with approval. ‘Spock, are you 
ready to leave Vulcan? Should you..." . 

"Adairal," said Spock gently, a strange thrill running through hie as he gave the title to a aan he had been 
sure was dead. "Jia," he tried again, "ay recovery has been somewhat slow, but please believe ee, [ will 
recover." 

To Spock’s surprise, Kirk looked away, refusing to aeet his eyes. "Was I the cause, Spock?" 

McCoy suddenly felt like he had been forgotten. Right now these two were meeting a crisis, even if they didn’t 
know it. He held his breath. 

"It was the rocks and exposure to gas that caused the injuries..." 

“That’s fot what I asked, Spock," said Kirk bluntly. "I want to know if that’s true." 

Spock looked at McCoy, bewilderaent clear in his eyes. He had never seen Kirk like this, so tense, alaost 
afraid, But afraid of what? What he was saying ade no sense, yet it appeared very iaportant to Kirk that he be 
answered. 

The turbolift slowed to a halt and the doors slid open. McCoy breathed a silent prayer of relief. "Come on," 
he said, putting a hand on Kirk’s shoulder, "we can continue this some other tie. Spock’s got to get to bed.’ 

Kirk tore his eyes away from Spock and looked at McCoy, then nodded. "All right, Doctor, later." He looked 
back at Spock, and the Vulcan could see the internal struggle for control. "It’s glad you’re back, Spock. !’a 
glad..." His voice broke slightly. ‘I’m glad you’re alive." Abruptly he turned and was quickly out of sight around 
the corner. 

Spock turned to McCoy. “Doctor, something is wrong." 

"Later, Spock, said McCoy firaly. "Right now you’re turning the color of lime sherbert, and if you don’t get 
into a bed, you’ra going to be flat on the floor. Once you’ve had a chance to rest and recover froa that blasted 
transporter, we’ll talk about it, okay?" 

Spock looked doubtful, but he was in no shape to argue. It was only strength of will that was keeping hia on 
his feet. Within a short tise he was sound asleep in Sickbay, his relief at knowing Kirk was alive, his satisfaction 
at being back aboard the Enterprise overriding any questions about Kirk’s unusual behavior. 


Kirk ignored the buzzer. He knew who it would se and he didn’t want to talk to hia. The buzzer went on and on. 
McCoy wasn’t going to be easily discouraged. 

"Jia, I know you’re in there. Do you want everyone on this ship standing here while I shout at you?" 

"Go away!" yelled Kirk. He pulled the pillow over his head. 

"No way, Ad@iral! Either you let ae in or 1’1] have the door phasered open..." 

Kirk hurled the pillow across the rooa as he got off the bed and slamead his fist dowa on the lock release. 
McCoy walked in on unleashed fury. Kirk waited until the door had shut behind Mccoy and cut off his view of a few 
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astonished crewaeabers, then he exploded, ‘How dare you threaten ae!* 

"Jia, I..." 

"IT aa in command here, Doctor! My authority is...‘ 

"At the mosent absolutely nil,” cut in Mccoy. ‘In case you’ve forgotten, I haven’t certified you fit for 
duty." 

; Kirk’s smashing fist sent McCoy reeling backward acress the room. He wiped out a row of books and two sculp- 
tures on the way, and landed in a heap in the corner. 

Kirk stood stunned for a ainute, gazing at his scraped knuckles, then looked at McCoy who was groggily shaking 
his head. "My god, Bones, I...f’m..* He fell silent, unable to believe what he had just done. 

"Is it safe to get up?" asked McCoy, gingerly rubbing his jaw, "or should I stay down for the count?® He lifted 
the sculpted Greek head from out of his lap where it had landed, and slowly got to his feet. ‘I’d sure hate to have 
you aad at ae for long,” he said with a lopsided grin as he wiped blood fro his aouth. 

"Well," said Kirk lamely, “you’re always after ae about holding in ay feelings." 

"] didn’t exactly sean to use ae as a whipping boy - not in the physical sense, anyway." He put the sculpture 
back on the shelf, then looked at Kirk and saw he had gone absolutly ashen. “Hey, you’d better sit down!* Quickly 
he caught hold of Kirk and guided hia to a chair, then got some brandy and poured out a glass for hiaself. “I need 
this,” he said by way of explanation. ‘l’a afraid you can’t have any. It causes irrational behavior." 

Kirk s@iled slightly. ‘It’s a good try, Bones, but it’s not going to solve anything. * 

“Just what is the problea? Jia, don’t claa up on ae. Do you know how close you cage to falling apart back in 
the turbolift? What were you trying to do, destroy both Spock and yourself in one easy go?" 

“I don’t know what I was trying to do," said Kirk miserably. “It just suddenly seeaed bery iaportant to know 
how auch...how..." 

‘How iaportant you are to hia?" asked McCoy gently. ‘I’ve already told you, and I know he has.* ; 

Kirk got up and walked a little away from McCoy, then reached down and picked up one of the books that had 
fallen to the floor. ‘I’ going to lose hia, Bones,* he said finally. 

“What sort of nonsense is that?" snorted McCoy. “I saw your reaction in the transporter rooa, yours and his. 
Nothing else existed for you, just hia. It was obvious he felt the same way. 

Kirk smiled a saall, sad saile. McCoy had completely aisunderstood what he had said. He was going to lose 
Spock be destroying hia, in the same way he had destroyed the kids on Kadar. Finally he put the book back on the 
shelf, then rested his hand on the statue that McCoy had put back ainutes before. “Bones, do you reaeaber when we 
were on Kadar, just before you left} you asked ae what | was wishing when I was looking at the stars.° 

"IT remeaber. You said you wished life would go on forever just as it was.° 

Kirk nodded. ‘We talked about life, and about usefulness. ° 

"Jia, I’a not following you." 

"T’a not surprised. I’a not altogether sure I can follow ayself.* He turned back to McCoy. "I was so sure of 
ayself once, but it all seeas avery long tie ago." Suddenly he found he wanted to tell McCoy everyting, He 
stared at the doctor, his body starting to treable froa tension and strain. How could he start? 

McCoy returned Kirk’s stare, seeing the pale face and treabling body, seeing a aan who was only a few steps 
away froa total collapse. Suddenly Kirk turned sheet-white and McCoy reached out to grab hia. “Hey, you’d better 
get off your feet! Coae on, tiee to hit the sack. We can clean up this eess later." 

Kirk tried weakly to push hia away, but McCoy only tightened his hold as he guided Kirk to the bed. As he 
went, Kirk desperately wanted to get out the grief and guilt he was carrying with hie} his grief at the death of the 
kids, including his nephew, and the guilt for having caused it. All he wanted McCoy to do was to listen while he 
stuabled through the aaze of self-doubt and recriaination that held hia trapped, but suddenly he couldn’t find the 
strength to speak. 

McCoy saw only. the exterior - the sudden collapse added to the earlier depression. Depression was a dangerous 
adversary. Kirk said he felt he aight lose Spock, but it could easily go further than that. It could develop to 
the point where Kirk would lose hiaself. 

Kirk’s feeble struggle had ended by the tiae McCoy got hia onto the bed. He lay face down, his head buried in 
the pillow. He wanted to screaa and yell against the unfairness of life but all he could do was clutch at the cover 
as his only available anchor. And in that position, blackness rose up to take hia. 

McCoy carefully tucked the covers around Kirk, then stood looking down at hia, not realizing that he had 
unintentionally blocked Kirk’s desperate effort to talk. What is it? he wondered. Sopething happened that has 
started you questioning yourself, but about what? He shook his head. The questions were starting to coae, but 
would there be any answers, and would they coae in tiae? 
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Before Spock was fully awake, he knew Kirk was there. How often had he woken to find that serene presence at 
his side? It was iapossible to know. He opened his eyes slightly, not really wanting Kirk to know he was awake. 
It wasn’t often that he had a chance just to lie and observe his friend. 

He was glad he hadn’t opened his eyes very far. Kirk was sitting in a chair beside his bed. His chin was 
resting on his folded hands which, in turn, were resting on the back of the reversed chair. The hazel eyes were 
fixed unblinkingly on the Vulcan, alost as though they were ready to warn of some danger. Spock felt puzzleaent 
fill hia. 

For a long tiae Kirk didn’t aove, then finally he reached out and took one of Spock’s hands in his. An 
iseediate ware thrill again ran through the Vulcan. He was beginning to realize just how auch he thought he had 
lost. He fixed his eyes on Kirk’s hand, the cool fingers curled around his warmer ones} the huaan’s other hand 
softly traced the tips of the Vulcan’s fingers. 

Spock was warned by footsteps that McCoy was coming and carefully shut his eyes. He left his hand liap, hoping 
Kirk wouldn’t let go. 

"Hey, you’re supposed to be asleep," said McCoy softly. Spock almost gave hiaself away, thinking McCoy was 
speaking to hia, but Kirk answered before he had a chance. 

"I was too restless, Bones." 

"Come on," said McCoy gently, "there’s no sense waking hia up." 

"Can’t I stay?® came Kirk’s voice. ‘"I’l] be quiet, J promise." 

"You sure you’re all right?® 

There was a long silence, then Kirk’s voice cage again, full of uncertainty. "Being here helps - being able to 
look at hia, hold his hand. Maybe I can work this thing out if I can be near hia. He’s always helped in the past...” 

"You need rest," came McCoy’s voice with a hint of stubbornness, “and so does he." 

"T’l] be quiet, Bones, I promise." Spock felt his hand being put back down on the bed and heard the soft 
scraping of a chair being turned around. ‘There, cage Kirk’s voice again. "If J sit quietly, can I stay?* 

Spock heard McCoy’s exasperated sigh and knew Kirk had won. He smiled slightly in satisfaction and, without 
aeaning to, fell asleep. 

A soft auttering woke Spock a short tiae later. He opened his eyes, wondering for a eainute where he was. By 
the surroundings, he suddenly remembered he was in Sickbay aboard the Enterprise. He looked in the direction of 
the sound. Kirk had fallen asleep in his chair. He was aoving restlessly, obviously agitated by his dreaa. Spock 
threw back the theraal sheet and swung out of bed. Carefully he took hold of Kirk’s shoulders. “Jia... Jia, wake 
up!" 

As the hazel eyes snapped open, Spock was momentarily aware of a deep-seated fear in thea. Suddenly Kirk’s 
knees jerked up and he kicked out, catching Spock full in the chest and propelling the Vulcan the entire length of 
Sickbay. The force of the kick upended Kirk’s chair and he went over with a loud crash. 

The coabined noise of Kirk and Spock falling brought McCoy on the run. He arrived just in tiae to see Spock 
slaa back first into a cabinet, and Kirk starting to scramble to his feet. ‘Hold it right there, Admiral!" he 
roared as Kirk started to aove forward. He grabbed Kirk’s ara. "You’ve done enough," he said as he pulled Kirk 
back, picking the chair up with his other hand. "Sit down!" He didn’t wait to see if Kirk was obeying hia or not. 
Spock had fallen hard and he wasn’t getting up. 

"Bones, I..." 

"Shut up!" said McCoy fiercely as he stooped beside the Vulcan. There was a trickle of blood just behind 
Spock’s right ear and the Vulcan was out cold. He grabbed a scanner from the aess on the floor and ran it over 
Spock. He glanced up to see a nurse coae running in. “Get Dr. Chapel, and hurry!" 

Christine was there in ainutes. Together they got Spock back onto the bed. "You need any help?" McCoy asked 
her. 

"No, it just looks like a siaple buap. 171) call if I need you. Where’ll you be?* 

"Adairal’s quarters," said McCoy. He took hold of Kirk’s ara, ‘Coae on, let’s go.’ 

As soon as they were out of Sickbay McCoy let go of Kirk, but stayed very close to hia as they walked the short 
distance to his cabin. As the door shut, Kirk blindly aade his way to his desk. 

"All right," said McCoy, "what happened?" 

"I don’t know," said Kirk, not looking at hia. ‘I was asleep." 

"You were asleep? Come on, Jia, you’ve got to do better than that!" 

"I was!" said Kirk defensively. “Suddenly he was there shaking ae, and I panicked. It fit in so well with 
what I was dreaming." His voice softened. “I was back in the hospital. They would come in when I was sleeping in 
order to catch ae unawares. Two of thea would hold ae down while they sedated ae, then they would try to force-feed 
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ae. They wouldn’t give aa a chance..." His voice died away, then he looked at McCoy. ‘What did I do to hia?" 

Kirk looked so stricken that McCoy couldn’t stay aad at hia. “Other than knocking hia cold, I don’t think you 
did any peraanent dagaga.® He rubbed the bruise on the side of his face. "You’re certainly starting to take your 
probleas out on your senior officers." Kirk looked down at his hands but didn’t say anything. ‘Well,* said McCoy, 
"you still need sleep. Comaon..." He practically lifted Kirk to his feet and pulled hia over to the bed. 

Kirk froze when he saw the hypo. ‘No, I don’t want..." 

"Shut up!" said McCoy firaly. “I’ve just about had it with you. You can stop being a aartyr. No aatter what 
you’ve done that you think deserved punishaent can’t be deserving of the torture you’re putting yourself through. ! 
know who you are, Jia, and you’re not guilty. Now get a grip on yourself and the realities of life!" Again Kirk 
fell silent but the anxiety didn’t leave his eyes. He watched as McCoy selected tranquilizers and a sedative, then 
pressed the hypo against his ara. ‘There, that wasn’t so bad, was it?* 

There was nochange in Kirk’s eyes. Never before had McCoy seen thea look so wounded. Kirk reached over and 
touched the area where the aedication had been pressured in. ‘Would you tell Spock 1I’@ sorry?® 

“Why don’t you tell hia yourself?* 

"No, I don’t think it would be a good idea for ae to go near hie for a while." 

"Is that going to help?" asked McCoy quietly. 

"I don’t know, but at least it won’t @ake things any worse than they are now." Kirk’s eyelids were starting to 
grow heavy. 

"We'll talk about it later," said McCoy as Kirk’s eyes were closing. He waited until he was sure Kirk was 
safely asleep, then he headed back to Sickbay to check on Spock. 

The Vulcan was conscious and Christine had just finished sealing the small cut behind his ear. ‘Nothing 
serious," she said in answer to McCoy’s unspoken question. “A good crack on the head is all. None of the earlier 
injuries were aggravated." She put down the laser. ‘Need we for anything else?* 

"Don’t think so," said McCoy. 

"Okay; I hate to sound callous, but I’a in the finals of the bridge tournasent. Be in rec rooa 7 if you need 
ae again." 

“Good luck!* McCoy called after her departing figure. Goodness, Chris, you really have grown cp! He shook 
his head, then turned back to Spock who was about to burst with questions. “Lie still," he said before Spock had a 
chance to start. He touched the bruise on his face. "You’re not the only one our cool Adeiral has decked in the 
past twenty-four hours.* He pulled up achair. ‘I’l1 tel] you what little I know about what’s happened to hia. It 
doesn’t totally explain his behavior, but at least you’l]] know what he’s been through. ‘ 

McCoy told Spock everything that Kirk had told hia, including the treatment at the hospital. “He needs you 
badly, Spock, he needs your strength and understanding. You’ve always been there for hia, then when he needed you 
the aost, during that daan isolation at the research hospital, he thought you were dead. IJ don’t know what 
fantasies he’s thought up, but they aust be quite something to have hia this wound up, to be so close to breaking. 
Any little thing sets hia off.° 

"I see," said Spock as McCoy finished. "Now I understand his reaction. I aust have startled hia." He was 
silent for a aoment, thinking about what McCoy had said, and even aore about what he had not. Finally he looked at 
McCoy. ‘You have not yet certified hia fit..." He said it as a statement, but McCoy could hear the question in the 
words. 

"No, not yet." 

"Why not?® 

"I think two pretty good reasons are sitting right in this room His control is still tenuous. He’s a lot 
steadier than when I took hia out of the hospital, but he stil] has trouble controlling his emotions and it scares 
hia as auch as those around hia. He’s got a lot of internal pressures and until he can talk thea out, wa’ve got 
to keep pretty close tabs on hia.* 

"His medical status is known at Headquarters?® 

McCoy nodded reluctantly. “However, I have the transcripts froa Eric Trainor in ay office. Unless Starfleet 
specifically asks for thea, that’s where they’re staying. Hopefully, by the tiae the Enterprise is ready to go, 
this ess will have sorted itself out." He stood up. “I think that’s enough for now} you’re looking like line 
sherbert again. Talk to you later.‘ 

Just as McCoy was reaching the door, Spock’s voice stopped hia. “Doctor, what exactly is liae sherbert?" 

McCoy turned. “You’ve never seen any?" Spock shook his head. "I’]] add soma to your dinner. Look at the 
color of your face fefore you eat it." ‘ 

Kirk was still asleep when McCoy went back to look in on hia, He had given Kirk a hafty shot which would keep 
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hie sleeping straight through the night. He carefully undressed the sleeping figure, his heart aching at the sight 
of the thin, drawn face. There was so little tiae before they would have to face Starfleet. He pulled the blankets 
up, then he diaeed the lights. Kirk still eaintained that he preferred the dark, but he eight be disoriented if he 
woke during the night, groggy with sleep, and McCoy wanted to be sure that Kirk knew where he was. 


The next days passed peacefully enough. Spock had put hiaself into a healing trance at long last. When he had 
thought Kirk was dead he hadn’t bothered, had not cared whether he lived or died. Only the great skill of Vulcan 
healers had kept hia strong enough to overcome the injuries he had received. 

McCoy spent all his tiae with Kirk. There were no eore violent actions, but Kirk was very shaken by what he 
had done to both Spock and McCoy. McCoy used this to his advantage, pointing out to Kirk the absolute necessity of 
talking about his problea. Kirk saw the logic of McCoy’s arguaent and tried very hard to cooperate, but he couldn’t 


let go. 
Kirk and McCoy were in the rec room when Spock and Christine Chapel walked in. Although he had his back to the 


door, McCoy knew froa the tension radiating from Kirk that they had arrived. He had not told Kirk that Spock had 
coe out of the healing trance the night before, nor had he eentioned the fact that he had asked Christine to escort 
Spock to the rec rooa which, in the late aorning was eapty except for theeselves. 

He looked around. ‘Well, there’s an encouraging sight. Come and join us!" Spock and Chapel walked over. 
McCoy got the distinct iapression that Kirk was about to bolt out the door. ‘How are you feeling, Spock?" 

"Quite fit, Doctor, thank you. I believe I can...' 

"Spock, just this once, let ae eake the aedical decisions around here? What you think and what I think differs 
aightily.° 

"I have noticed that," said Spock, unable to hide the twinkle in his eyes. 

"That’s not what I aeant!* 

"If you will excuse ae, gentlemen,’ said Christine, “I have to geat back to work.* 

"Oh, sure,’ said McCoy, wondering if he should take up Spock’s challenge, but Kirk took the decision away froe 
hia. 

"I'd listen to McCoy, Spock. He’s been on the rampage lately, holding hands and wiping noses..." 

Spock nodded. “I thought his treataent rather gentle. I have not been nauseated once since I returned to the 
Enterprise," 

"I can see I’e not appreciated," said McCoy in a aock huff, He got up and stalked out, crossing his fingers as 
the door slid shut behind hia. 

For a few minutes Kirk and Spock sat looking at each other. Finally Kirk broke the silence. ‘Spock, I’e sorry 
for what happened in Sickbay. I don’t know what I...° 

"Apologies are not necessary, Jia, You were asleep and I startled you. The fault was not yours. I should 
havea remeabered that you tend to fight with your feet aore than your fists.’ 

"Well," said Kirk with a sheepish grin, "it saves bruising your knuckles.’ 

Spock sailed slightly. "I suppose so.” 

The silence fell again, Spock wondering at the awkwardness and Kirk desperately trying to think of soee excuse 
to leave. "Uh, did you have a good rest on Vulcan?" 

Spock thought about it for a aoment. "In general teres it could have been called a rest. However, I am afraid 
I aade a good aany people angry at ae." 

Kirk smiled. "I didn’t know the average Vulcan got angry.° 

"Most would not adeit to the esotion. However, one did, and I was adeinistered an old-fashioned ’chewing out’, 
I think is how ey eother would have described it." He placed his hands on the table, his long, thin fingers at 
ease, in total contrast to the tense huean sitting opposite hia. "I spent sore tiae at Gol. Once I was strong 
enough to leave the healers, it was felt that I would benefit from some of the siapler disciplines...° 

"And did you?" 

For a long tise Spock stared down at his hands, then he looked up at Kirk. ‘"No.° 

Kirk felt the breath catch in his throat. Spock didn’t need to say anything ore. They both knew what it was 
that had prevented the peace of non-eaotion froa helping the Vulcan through the black depression he had known. 

Spock watched a wealth of eaotion flash across Kirk’s expressive face and knew that he was very close to a 
decision. He waited in silence, scarcely daring to breathe as Kirk opened his aouth. The tiae had come... 

"Hey, what’s for lunch?" 

Kirk actually jumped at the sound of Sulu’s voice. Nothing else had existed for hie at the eoeent except that 
he had to tell Spock about his terrible guilt. He had to talk about what he had discovered about hieself, and have 
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the Vulcan tell hia what he should do about it. Now that eoment was gone, snatched away froe hie. Just as he had 
once aleost reached out to McCoy and had lost the opportunity, he had lost this one as well. He buried his face in 
his hands, 

"Jie?" Spock’s hand cautiously touched Kirk’s shoulder. 

"It’s okay,” said Kirk in a auffled voice. He looked up, his eyes bright with unshed tears. He stared at the 
Vulcan. He had aleost given in, aleost told Spock the one thing he found so hard to adeit, even to hieself; that he 
could no longer be the ean everyone expected hia to be. He looked over at Sulu, standing in the doorway with McCoy 
right behind hie, and he briefly wondered at the grie expression. on McCoy’s face. Was he grateful that Sulu had 
stopped hia, or was he going to lose his sanity totally if he didn’t confide in soeeone? It was too late now to 
know. He got to his feet. “Come on, Spock. Remeeber what I said about prograeeing our own recovery? I thing it’s 
tiae we started. 

Spock looked at hie, then slowly rose to his feet. Kirk had been awfully close to letting go when they were 
interrupted. McCoy had said that Kirk had coee to hia in Sickbay because the huean needed hie, needed to be with 
hie, so he would go. He would go wherever Kirk went, so he would be sure to be there when the need rose again. 


“*You know sowething?® said Kirk as he and Spock walked down the corridor. “J think I enjoy exploring the 
Enterprise eore than anything in the galaxy.” 

Spock looked at hia in aausement. ‘There are few officers who know her better than you do, Jia.° 

"Oh, I didn’t ean just what @akes her tick} anyone with half a brain knows that. I eean just looking around, 
poking ey nose into places I don’t normally go. At least that is one benefit about not being on duty, I’e@ not being 
interrupted every thirty seconds. 

But you are startling half the crew out of their wits as you go, thought Spock to hiaself. They areas 
unused ¢o seeing you in their departaents as you are to being there. 

They were @aking their way to the shuttlecraft bay. For the past few days Spock had accoepanied Kirk at 
McCoy’s suggestion, not saying he had intended to do so anyway. McCoy knew the only way Kirk was going to resolve 
his problee was to talk it out. Spock still knew only what McCoy had told hia of Kirk’s problea. Kirk had not 
spoken of it hieself since that one tiee he had tried in the rec rooe. So now Spock was doing what he had done so 
often in the past} he was at Kirk’s side, ready for the tiee when the dae burst and Kirk needed hie. 

They eet Scotty coeing out of the shuttlecraft bay, suttering under his breath. ‘Trouble, Scotty?" 

"Ach, these new-fangled contraptions. I told thea it wouldn’t work!" 

“What wouldn’t work?" 

"The lock on shuttle four, sir. Reseaber our last overhaul at Baniei IV?" Kirk nodded. "Some bright young 
engineer designed a wonderful new locking systee based on coepressed air. Unfortunately, it seeas he hasn’t had 
tiee to work out all the bugs, but naturally Starfleet was eager to go ahead and give it a try." 

"And?" 

"We’ve got three shuttles locked firely in place, and one with areal hankering to doa little free-flight 
without leaving the ship!” He shook his Head. “I wish I had that lad here right now. I’d use hie for a lock!" 

"Frog your gruebling, | assuae you have everything under control,® said Kirk with a grin. 

"Oh, aye,” said Scotty. ‘I think so, but it’s still a bloody nuisance." 

"Cheer up,” said Kirk. ‘Just think of the report you can file.” 

"Heads will roll!" said Scotty with conviction. ‘Well, if you’ll excuse ee, sir..." 

The shuttlecraft bay was hueeing busily with engineers and cadets when Kirk and Spock walked in. The four 
craft were at their eoorings, each pried and ready for flight at any given eowent. Here, as everywhere else on the 
ship, everything was neatly in its place. Kirk had instilled that habit into his crew a long tiee ago. They looked 
at the lock on shuttle 4, then slowly walked across the bay toward the huge doors which allowed access to space and 
beyond. d, 

Kirk turned back to look at the vast expanse of the shuttlebay area. ‘This is one of the few places that gives 
ee sope feeling of how big this starship is," he said quietly. "Corridors and cabins, even the bridge give the 
feeling of being enclosed. But this vastness..." He was interrupted by the siren of red alert. Acale voice froe 
the bridge warned of an ionized asteroid shower. All hands were to stand by for evasive maneuvers. 

Kirk and Spock watched as the duty personnel ran across to the shuttlecraft for a security check. Kirk noted 
that soee of the new cadets were with thee. 

Spock looked at Kirk. “Adeiral, perhaps we should...* He never finished what he was going to say. A sharp 
lurch threw thee off balance and Spock grabbed at Kirk to stop thea both from falling. Then cage a series of 
slapeing jolts, followed by a spinning turn to starboard, causing thee both to go crashing to the floor. 
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A panicked yell brought Kirk twisting out of Spock’s hold. The errant lock had broken and the shuttle was 
being flung forward by the whipping turn. "Get under the other shuttles!" Kirk yelled. "Move!* The older 
crewaeabers obeyed hia instantly. The cadets broke for the door. 

"No," yelled Kirk, "not that way!" He scraabled to his feet and started forward. Spock quickly pushed hiaself 
up and started after hia. 

"Jia, you don’t know where that shuttle is going!" Suddenly the Enterprise lurched again. Spock flung 
hiaself forward and grabbed Kirk. The shuttle whipped by thea, sending thea flying. Spock shielded Kirk from the 
collision and the subsequent fall as best he could. Cries of terror were followed by a deathly silence. 

Kirk lay unmoving in Spock’s areas, his eyes tightly shut. ‘They’re dead, aren’t they?" 

Spock stared at hia. This was a totally unexpected reaction. Kirk seemed afraid to look. ‘They panicked," he 
said siaply. ‘They did not think.’ 

"No," said Kirk, finally opening his eyes. "They panicked, yes, but they didn’t know what to do because 
obviously no one had ever taught thea, No one ever took the tiae to aake thea learn how to survive." 

"Jia, the odds of a shuttle breaking loose are..." 

"Don’t quote odds to ae!" snapped Kirk savagely. ‘I knew what to do, so did you, because someone once told us, 
and we remeabered. Those cadets didn’t have a chance. We aight just as well have aurdered thea in cold blood." He 
pulled out of Spock’s aras and got up, Slowly aking his way across to where the others were standing. The cadets 
had been trapped between the wall and the flying shuttle. They were dead, 

Just then the doors opened and McCoy cage running in. “Jia, thank god you’re all right!" 

Kirk looked at hia for a aoment, then gestured to the carnage just a few feet away. "Tell that to thea, 
Doctor. Tell that to their faailies." Abruptly he turned away and walked out. 


Spock and McCoy aet each other at the door to Kirk’s quarters. "Has he said anything to you?" asked McCoy. 

"Negative," said Spock. "I have not spoken to hia since the Starfleet shuttle brought the latest correspondence 
2.3 days ago." 

"Well, he wants to see both of us, so I guess we aight as well get this over with.” He pressed the buzzer and 
the door slid open. Glancing at Spock, he led the way inside. 

Kirk was sitting at his desk. He looked up as Spock and McCoy walked in, but didn’t get up. 

"We’re here at your request, Admiral," said McCoy. His eyes softened. ‘It’s been two days, Jia. I was 
getting worried." 

A slight saile touched Kirk’s face. “I’a Sorry, Bones, but I had a lot of things to think about. I had to 
face sogething and no one could help ae." 

“T presuae you found the answer," said McCoy. 

"Yes, I think I have. Please, sit down." As Spock and McCoy sat, Kirk got to his feet and started pacing. 
Finally he stopped and turned toward thee. ‘I got a tape froe Tess.* 

McCoy couldn’t tell from Kirk’s expression whether the news was good or bad. "And?" he proapted gently. 

"She’s pregnant,” said Kirk shortly. 

"Hey, congratulations, Uncle'® said McCoy, a wide grin crossing his face. 

"I believe the correct tera would be great-uncle, Doctor," said Spock. "As the child will be one generation 
reaoved from the Adairal’s nephew, and as he is already an uncle to hia, it would be incorrect to use the saee 
tera." 

"I no longer have a nephew," Kirk broke in bluntly, causing both Spock and McCoy to look at hia sharply, but he 
didn’t seem to notice as he continued in a quieter voice. "I’ve aade another discovery, a rather astonishing one, 
really. You were right, Bones, I aa too old..." 

"Jie..." 

"No, please let ae talk this out. When we were on Kadar, I foolishly thought that what we had could go on 
forever. I had exactly what I wanted, the best ship in the Fleet, the best crew and..." his voice softened, "...two 
of the best friends a aan could ever have." 

"Adgiral...° 

"Now don’t go foraal on ae, Spock. Please, just listen." He looked at McCoy. ‘“Remeaber when I told you about 
peaple not knowing when to aove over and let other people lead? How some people become a burden because they are no 
longer physically able to cope?* He covered his eyes with one hand. “There are kids dead today because of ae, 
crushed under tons of rock and debris..." 

"Jia, you can’t blame yourself!* 

"Yes, I can, Doctor. It was because I couldn’t keep up that they died. They were young and aobile. Without 
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having to drag ae, they stood a better chance of surviving long enough to be rescued." 

"Jia, you are no..." 

"No longer twenty, as you’ve been telling ae. Maybe if I had been, I would have been successful in finding 
soae way out." He shook his head. "Four cadets lost their lives on this ship a few days ago because they didn’t 
know Siaple survival procedures." He looked at McCoy again. ‘I wasn’t injured then...° 

"Nor were you responsible, Jia," said Spock quietly. ‘You were not on duty.’ 

"The Enterprise is ay ship, Spock} that aakes it ay responsibility! Someone didn’t do their job, and that 
responsibility lands right on ay head.” He walked to a chair and sat down. "How many aore kids are there on this 
ship who are waiting to die? How aany gore are there throughout the Fleet whose death warrant is already signed? 

"You’re only one aan,” said McCoy bluntly. ‘What can you do about it?® 

"T’a resigning from command." 

"To do what?" asked McCoy in angry astonishaent. 

"I don’t know," said Kirk with coaplete honesty 

McCoy shot a look at Spock. The Vulcan’s dark eyes were fixed on Kirk’s face, but McCoy could not make out 
what he was thinking. He looked back at Kirk. "Jia, this sounds like another reckless decision. Reaeaber what 
happened last tiae you gave up the Enterprise?" 

"We are talking about lives, irreplaceable lives, Doctor," said Kirk with a trace of bitterness in his voice. 
"Loss of life because of ae. I’ve been selfish long enough, keeping people around ae who could better help those 
coaing up through the ranks. I can deal with ay own probleas, but I can’t keep shouldering the guilt of their 
aistakes because noone bothered to train thea properly." His breath shuddered a little as he struggled for 
control. Finally he looked down at his hands. "I’@ worn out froa dealing with death,” he went on, his voice very 
low. ‘It’s finally won." 

The rooa was coapletely silent. Kirk had finally bared his soul, as McCoy had been trying to get hia to do, 
but now the doctor could think of nothing to say. . 

Finally Kirk looked up. ‘"There’s another reason I have to leave. Tess is going to need ae." 

"Jia, she’s a strong woaan..." started McCoy. 

*She’s a child who no longer has a husband and who is carrying a baby who won’t have a father because of ae!" 
He bit his lip, then drew a deep breath. “Bones, all ay life I’ve run from comaitaent when it hasn’t served ay 
purpose, when it threatened to interfere with what I wanted to do, but I can’t run froa this." 

I’ve never heard a pore incorrect self-assesspent in ay Life, thought McCoy, but I don’t think even a herd 
of raapaging Gorns could knock sense into you right now. 

For a aoaent their eyes held, then Kirk looked over at Spock. ‘You’ve been very quiet.' 

"What do you propose to do?" asked Spock. 

Kirk sailed slightly. There would be no condeanation here, only support as far as Spock would be able to give 
it. "I don’t have the slightest idea, other than that 1711 stay in Starfleet. If I do leave the Enterprise, 
you’ll be up for proaotion.’ 

Spock could have cried at the look of loss in. Kirk’s eyes. He drew a deep, steadying breath before he dared 
trust his voice to answer. “Jia, I did not leave the disciplines of Kolinahr and Vulcan merely to gain rank in 
Starfleet." 

Kirk’s eyes changed slightly. Spock’s aessage had come through. ‘If you stay with ae, you'll lose the freedoa 
of the stars." 

Spock satin silence. You’ve been hurt badly to feel you aust Ieave the Enterprise, leave one of the few 
things you have ever loved, 

"Well?" asked Kirk. 

"Jia," said McCoy, "you’re way off-track. Neither Spock not I agree with you at all on this one..." 

"I agree with hia, Doctor," interrupted Spock, understanding the desperation that had driven Kirk to this 
decision, the saae desperation that had once sent hia fleeing to Vulcan. Ho one could argue sense into ne then, 
he thought, and no one will be able to do so with you now. But I’ I] stay with you until you are ready to cope back 
to space, Jia, to take again what rightfully belongs to you. One day you will discover you're not too old, and I ea 
content until then. 

"You what?" said McCoy in astonishaent. He felt a sudden fear run through hia as he saw another parting of the 
ways. Jia wouldn’t aake it without Spock this time. The Vulcan couldn’t leave hia now! "Spock, you’re in line to 
aake captain!" 

Spock nodded. “In rank only, Doctor. I will not take a command.’ 

McCoy felt relief surge through hia at Spock’s words. "They’]1 do everything in their power to aake you take 
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one," he said uncertainly. 

Spock nodded, but said nothing. 

"Jia," said McCoy turning away from the Vulcan, "how do you know that Nogura’s going to go for this?® 

"I’ve already talked to hie,” replied Kirk. "It’s all set up. I even got another promotion out of it. ! 
think he’s delighted that I’a coming back to Headquarters." He hesitated for a aoment. ‘Are you with ae, Bones?" 

McCoy stared at hia. He saw plainly on Kirk’s face the inner feelings that he had alwasy kept hidden. The ean 
was crying out for his help. Finally he nodded. "Well, I told you once before that | would never turn froa you 
again.” But [711 be waiting, Jin. One day you'll realize this isn’t the right thing for you to do and you'll need 
aswift kick in the pants to get unstuck {row whatever ness you panage to get yourself into. This tine at least 
I'll be there to give it to you, 

A smile touched Kirk’s eyes, the first one in a long time. "I was hoping you’d say something like that. He 
pulled a bottle of brandy out of a drawer and poured out a drink for each of thea. "To us," he said. 

Spock and McCoy looked at each other. Once again Kirk was leading thea into the unknown. This tiae they would 
follow hia without question, waiting until he found what he was really searching for and, when he found it, they 
would be there to rejoice with hia. 

"To us," they echoed as the three glasses touched. 
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"No!" 


The tortured word tore to the depths of McCoy’s soul. He saw Kirk’s lips treeble as the adeiral slueped to the 
floor, the "oh ay God® on his features as the awful realization of what had just happened started to sink in. Right 
now McCoy was grateful for the state of shock they all felt. It was the only thing holding any of thea together. 

"Scotty," he said quietly, "is there any way you can run these engines fro another section?" 

Scott looked at hia blankly, not understanding. 

"Daan it, aan!" hissed McCoy under his breath, "I want all these cadets out of here before Jie breaks down, He 
aay not care about his coaeand ieage at the eoeent, but he’s got to go on, and I don’t want hie to have to regret a 
brief acsent of Huean weakness!° : 

"Aye, Doctor,’ Scott responded nuebly. He took a deep breath and looked around, noticing for the first tiae 
that the decks of engineering were packed with onlookers, both cadets and seasoned creweeebers. ‘All right," he 
addressed thea briskly, "cadets aeet in briefing rooe six in ten ainutes, in clean unifores. All other personnel 
back to stations. Mr. Stuart," he said, turning to his second-in-command, "! want you to take a crew to auxiliary 
control. Keep a close watch on the eains. If anything sees aeiss, contact se either here or in the briefing rooa. 
Under no circuastances are unauthorized personnel to return to the aain engineering section until I give the order. 
Is that understood?" : 

"Aye, sir," Stuart said softly. He threw a syepathetic glance at Kirk, then called to his aen. They left on 
the heels of the cadets. 

"It will be an hour before the radiation is cleared, Adeiral," Scott said to Kirk. "We'll get hia out then.® 
Kirk didn’t answer. Scott looked at McCoy, but the doctor only shook his head. Sighing, Scott left. 

So, thought McCoy, the three of us together: one dead, one possibly destroyed... Hell, I’d give anything 
for a stiff drink right now. He walked forward. "Jie?" 

Kirk didn’t even seee to realize he was there. 

"Come on, Jie, there’s nothing you can do for hia now. You can’t stay on the floor." He reached out his hard, 
but Kirk pulled away. 

"Leave ae alone, McCoy. I don’t want your syepathy. I can’t..." His voice broke. 

"Vitees® 

Kirk looked up at hie. "Get out...please." 

"Sorry, no. I’a not leaving you alone." 

"Daan it, don’t you understand it’s Spock in there?* 

"Hey, Vanot the eneay," McCoy said softly. He knelt down in front of Kirk. “Would he want to see you like 
this?" 

Suddenly Kirk seashed his fist against the curve of the protruding entrance chaeber,against the glass wall that 
prevented hia froe reaching Spock. "I couldn’t even touch hie! He died blind and in horrible agony right in front 
of ay eyes, and] couldn’t even touch hia!" He rested his forehead against the glass opposite Spock. "How can | 
accept soeething from you that | couldn’t give hie?" 

McCoy studied Kirk thoughtfully. Trust you to find a way of taking the blaze on yourself. There’s no way yoa 
can be held responsible for the actions of that crazy Vulcan, but I’J] never get you to adait it. He finally sat 
down. “Jie, how long have you known Spock?® 

Kirk’s eyes were fixed on the silent body inside the control rooe. ‘Forever," he said. 
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McCoy smiled slightly. ‘“I°! accept that for now. Who were his friends?" 

“Everyone liked Spock.® 

"His friends, Jie. You’re not listening to ae." 

Finally Kirk looked at hia. "1 don’t understand.* 

McCoy glanced at the terrible radiation burns that marred the Vulcan’s normally sculpted features, then tore 
his eyes away. He couldn’t face that, not yet. “Where was Spock when you first came down here?” 

"IT don’t want to talk about it! 

"You have to!* McCoy said harshly, alaost shouting. ‘Where was he?" 

"In there," said Kirk, his voice breaking. 

"Yes, He was in there, and we were out here...and there was a hell of a lot @ore than just glass separating 
us." 

"He knew you were there...’ 

"Sure he knew, But he was going to die as he had lived auch of his life: alone. Like a wounded aniaal, he’d 
turned his back on us and was waiting for death to take hia." The agony in Kirk’s eyes was alaost aore than McCoy 
could take, but he flung the stark reality of Spock’s death right in his friend’s face. It was absolutely necessary 
that Kirk see what had actually transpired, rather than live with cruel iaages of self-hate. ‘He turned his back on 
everyone..." 

"But when I..." Kirk faltered, looked at Spock, then lifted his hand as though to reach out to the silent 
fora. McCoy held his breath. "He cage when I..." 

"Yes," McCoy agreed. "He knew he had only a few ainutes left. To be able to spend thea with you eaade thea 
possible to bear. You gave hia back the self-respect he had thrown away. You know how @any people were in here. 
Think of how they’]] reaeaber hia now - not aS a gan who gave in to death, but aS a aan who lived for a friend." He 
took hold of Kirk’s shoulder. ‘He didn’t die alone, Jia. You were with hia. There was no barrier between you, no 
separation. Think about it. Were you aware of anyone else?" . 

"No," Kirk said softly. “Only hia." He sailed slightly. “And for a amoent all I wanted to do was take hold 
of hia and shake hia silly..." 

"Why?" 

“The Kobayashi Maru. He had the audacity to ask ae what I thought of his solution." He swallowed hard, “Maybe 
it’s just as well I couldn’t say anything. I aight have told hia, and it would have ended a beautiful friendship." 

McCoy smiled. This was the Kirk he knew, struggling to face reality, not running away from it. "For soaeone 
who swore he had no sense of huaor, Spock cage up with some gighty good quips.” He glanced at the radiation aeter, 
The light was still red. ‘"He’s got to be taken out of there, Jia. The Enterprise still has work to do, and we 
can’t leave engineering blocked off forever." 

Kirk stiffened, objections racing through his @ind. Then he again saw Spock standing in front of hia, asking 
hia not to grieve. Jt isn’t logical at all, Spock, he thought, to have to go on sonehow without you. But I = know 
you would try if it was pe in there... 

"Jia?" McCoy’s voice broke into his thoughts. 

"Yes, Doctor, you’re right." He slowly got to his feet. "It will have to be a sealed coffin...too auch contaa- 
ination to clean up..." He hesitated, then turned to face McCoy. Give ae this tiae with hia alone?” 

"Jie, I..." 

“Please, Bones. I have to say goodbye, and I’d like to be able to do it in ay own way." 

Finally McCoy nodded. He had said it to hiaself: Spock had only one friend. Who was he to deny that friend 


now? * 


When McCoy returned, Kirk was gone and Spock’s coffin was already resting in the black casing that would carry 
it on its final journey. He nodded slowly, understanding why Kirk had felt it his duty to see Spock safely to his 
last resting place. He would never know what had passed between thea - there was a part of their lives he had never 
shared. He called for a aedical team to come and move the coffin, then turned and walked away. He wasn’t foolish 
enough to think that the agony of loss was over. But the dead had been cared for, and now it was time to care for 
the living. 
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I hated everything you stood for, 

And resented you for being too auch 

The cardboard hero, 

The boy scout who never grew up, 

Then I stood and watched 

As you faced iapossible odds, 

And won, 

Siaply because you refused to believe 

You could lose. 

You ade a believer out of a skeptic 

By getting us away from Regula, 

By crippling the Reliant. 

And - sosehow - 

By escaping Khan’s final play. 

Now, standing here, 

I no longer see the cardboard hero, 

But a aan terribly hurt 

By the loss of something aost of us 

Will never find. 

As I listen to your treabling voice trying, 
In siaple words, 

To say what can never be said, 

I feel ay own tears surface at your agony. 
As I stand here 

I know pride - 

Pride for who you are, 

And the beginnings of respect, and perhaps love, 
For the aan who is 

Ay father. 
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The siaple word keeps whispering through ay aind, 
Bringing the shadowy iaage of 

A canted eyebrow rising, 

As a saile threatens to curve the gentle repose 
Of quiet lips. 

But even as the iaage coses, 

I know that is not what you aeant 

When you said, 

"Reaeaber." 

You did not ask ae to reaeaber you, 

But to remeaber hia. 

To remeaber that when he hurt, 

You were there to help, 

Now you would be there no longer, 

When he was bowed by the weight of comand, 
You were there for hia, 

Now you would be there no longer. 

When he cried, overcome by life, 

He always turned to you, 

Now you could be there no longer. 

So your gentle voice asked ae to 
Reaeaber, 

To reaeaber how you helped hia 

To laugh, 

To cry, 

To love, 

To grow. 

No, ay friend, 

There was no selfishness in your request, 
Even in death he was your first concern. 
So you touched ay sind and asked 

That I take your place, . 
Now that you would be there no longer. 
But surely you knew, 

Even as your fingers brushed ay face, 
That no matter how hard I tried-- 

And, Spock, I will try-- 

No one can possibly, for hia, replace 
The one who is there no longer. 
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The ceresonies had been planned for a long tise and everybody who was anybody was in attendance. Heihachiro 
Nogura, Comeanding Adairal of Starfleet for ore years than aany could reaeaber was finally retiring, and all the 
elite under his rule had gathered to wish hia well. 

"Jie! Daan it, aan, I haven’t seen you in a cluster of light years!" 

Spock noted the pained expression on Kirk’s face as a jovial, grey-haired Comaodore rapidly approached thea, 
and watched with growing interest. 

“why bless ae," continued the aan, “this aust be your famous Vulcan!* 

Kirk Saw, with a gliamer of aauseaent, the insulted look that crossed Spock’s face. At Ieast I’s not the only 
one who has to saffer this fool, he thought. ‘Greg," he acknowledged, smiling thinly. “Spock, I would like you to 
aeet Coasodore Gregory Upp.* ° 

"Comaodore," said Spock, bowing politely. 

"Oh, retired, dear boy," said Upp with a smile. “Long since retired, although Jia and I shared soae great 
aonents. Yes, indeed, some very great aoaents! Ah, there’s Wesley! Must be off..." He disappeared into the 
crowd. 

"Thank god for seall favors," breathed Kirk. 

"I have not heard you speak of Cosaodore Upp,* said Spock. 

"Can you blaae ae?" said Kirk with a grin. He sobered, then drew a deep breath. ‘He and I did soae heavy 
drinking together once." He looked at Spock. "Before V’ger." His eyes darkened. "We both had aeaories we were 
trying hard to drown." He reached out and touched Spock’s ara. “That was a long tiae ago, Spock, and the bad 
aeaories have been washed away.‘ 

Spock nodded, knowing that period was no longer painful for either of thea to reseaber. ‘Might I suggest we 
give our regards to the Adairal...° 

"And get out of here before eore of our past catches up with us. J agree. Come on..." 

They finally found Nogura standing across the large hall. Many people were surrounding hia, but, as usual, he 
had the air of being alone. He broke off his conversation as he saw Kirk approach. ‘Jia!’ he said, hastily 
excusing hiaself froa the group around hia. “My savior," he added as he grabbed Kirk’s are and led thea both toa 
quiet corner. “Why aa I always surrounded by idiots?" he asked with a sa@ile as they came to astop. “The seart 
ones lika you get out." He looked at Kirk. "You did something I often wished I had had the nerve to do. You told 
ae to get the hell out of your life, that you would do daen well whatever you pleased...' 

"Now, Heihachiro, I hardly did..." 

"You took charge of your life, Jia. Men rarely have the courage to do that." He glanced at Spock, then looked 
back at Kirk. “And you had the added courage to reach out for what you wanted aost.° 

Spock turned his attention from Nogura to Kirk, only to find his commanding officer looking at hia, the sane 
question shining out of the hazel eyes that he knew was in his own, Exactly what did Nogura aean? His words could 
be taken any ways, and all of thea woluld be right. And to which of thea had he been speaking? 

"Ah, well, you don’t have tiae to be bored by the raablings of an old aan," continued Nogura. "J know the 
Enterprise has been put behind schedule because of this silly gathering, a stupid waste of tiae for so any..." 

“We came because we wanted to be here, said Kirk softly. 

"In order to pay our respects to a good officer,* added Spock with a slight bow. 

Nogura s@iled as he shook his head. “Coming froa you, I could alaost believe it. No, gentleman, you have work 
to do, lives to live, but I appreciate you taking the time to come." He looked around. ‘Now I had best get back to 
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the people I like least." He reached out and took Kirk’s hand in both of his. "Thank you for trying to cheer up an 
old aan, Jia." He looked at Spock. ‘Take care of this hothead, Mr. Spock. Don’t know that I’d trust hia by 
hiaself." Before Kirk could bluster out a response, Nogura had walked away. 

Spock reached out a hand to stop Kirk from going after hia. “I believe the admiral asked us to leave. You can 
gain nothing by going after hia, hotheed, sir.° 

Kirk whirled around, then laughed softly. ‘Okay, 1’11 come quietly. I’l] even accept hothead, but 1 can daan 
well look after eyself, Mister, and don’t you forget it!* 

Kirk and Spock walked back to the shuttleport in silence. Spock kept glancing at Kirk, sensing he was 
preoccupied by something that was disturbing hia. He said nothing as Kirk handed over the card to retrieve their 
shuttle, then they aoved to the waiting area. 

"Why do I feel so uneasy about Nogura, Spock?® he said finally. 


"In what way?® 
Kirk ran his hand through his hair, then turned and looked out the window at the bright lights of the city. 


"All of Starfleet was there tonight, enough brass to start a spittoon company..." He looked back over his shoulder 
with a half saile. "To translate, a spittoon is...” 

"T aa faeiliar with the object," said Spock as Kirk fuabled for a description. 

"That hall was packed and yet Nogura was...he was..." 

*Alone?® supplied Spock helpfully. 

Kirk nodded. "You saw it too." He turned back to Spock. “How? Why? I can understand the loneliness of his 
position, every officer has to hold his distance depending on his job. As Commanding Adairal, Nogura possibly had 
to sore than any of us, but tonight...Spock, he wasn’t part of any group..." He was interrupted by a young cadet 
arriving with their shuttle. Unlike Spock, he missed the look of hero-worship shining fro@ the boy’s ayes. 

Kirk set their course for the Enterprise before Spock answered hie. "Jia, for the first tise you are seeing 
Adairal Nogura as soaething other than the Comaanding Adairal of Starfleet..." ‘ 

"It’s aore than that, Spock.° 

"Yes, I know. He asked ae to take cave of you. Doesn’t that tell you something?® 

"Yeah, he stil] doesn’t trust ae out on ay own." 

Spock smiled slightly, then shook his head. ‘No, I think he’s discovering something he has not let hiaself see 
for many years." 

"Which is?® 

"He has no one to take care of hia." 

"What? Spock, that’s nonsense! He’s got his family..." 

"He has his great-grandchildren who don’t know hia. None of his fagily followed hia into Starfleet, those he 
once served with have long since scattered. He is facing whatever future he has alone, and | would iaagine he is 
feeling lost and possibly a little frightened.° 

Kirk reaained silent until the Enterprise cage into view, then he contacted the bridge. The shuttlebay doors 
opened and he saoothly guided the seal! craft to its aooring. As they waited for the bay to pressurize, he finally 
looked over at the Vulcan. ‘°J’a glad we have the Enterprise, Spock, and each other.’ 

"Agreed," said Spock, his gentle saile breaking Kirk’s somber aood. 

"Agreed,” said Kirk softly, "Well, we’d better break orbit, then think about getting to bed. It’s been one 


very long day.° * 


An hour later Kirk and Spock left the bridge together, Spock heading for his quarters and Kirk planning to 
conduct his nightly tour of the ship. 

"Jin, Spock, I’ve bean trying to catch up with you for hours!* McCoy’s voice caae froa behind thea. “You 
coming to the party?° 

"Party?" echoed Kirk. 

"Well, the twoof you aight be the only brass on this ship that Headquarters deemed worthy to invite to the 
real thing, but we lowly types are holding our own celebration for the chenge of coeaand. Ree Rooa Seventeen." 

Kirk felt an unexplained weariness settle over hia and looked at Spock for support, only to find hia staring at 
the ground. “All right, Bones," he said with a sigh, “let ae check up on things first.* 

"Great! See you later." 

Kirk waited until McCoy had gone, then he turned to Spock, ‘The needs of the eany,” he started, 


"Are aore iaportant than yours.® 
"I take it you aren’t coming." Spock shook his head but offered no explanatiion. Kirk drew a deep breath. 
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"You're leaving aa alone, Spock. That wasn’t what Nogura asked." He watched as Spock slowly moved away, aleaost 
like a Shadow blending into darkness. Suddenly apang of eaptiness that he hadn’t felt for years filled hia. 
Blindly he turned and headed off to check the ship. * 


Nearing the end of his tour, the doors of the turbolift opened to let hia out onto the bridge. Unlike the 
bustling scene that had been there when the Enterprise had been leaving orbit, only a few crewaeabers reaained, 
and they were securing their stations, switching over systeas to be eanned froe auxiliary control. 

"Oh, sir, I didn’t expect you back!* ‘ 

Uhura’s surprised and flustered voice caused Kirk to saile. ‘You aay stay seated," he said softly, Uhura held 
her ground in the center seat as he came forward and swung the navigator’s chair around, then sat down, “You'll get 
there, Uhura," he said, looking at the beautiful woman sitting opposite hia. 

She looked out at the starfield, then back at hia. ‘I have achieved what I want, sir. 

Puzzlement clouded his eyes, but he decided not to pry. ‘You coming to the bash McCoy’s organized?® 

She shook her head. ‘J think not.* 

"You liven up any party," said Kirk hopefully. Uhura sailed slightly but said nothing. Finally Kirk got to 
his feet. ‘Well, I’ll leave the ship in your capable hands." As he walked off the bridge, a shiver ran through hia 
and he turned back. For a moaent, everything blurred and nothing was there. Quickly trying to shake off the 
feeling, he ordered the turbolift to engineering. 

The night personnel were working with quiet efficiency. A coppand crew is annecessary as faras these people 
are concerned, thought Kirk as he walked along, noticing that none of the aen here were young. How pany officers 
have cope and gone since they firsat signed on, yet these are the people who keep everything huaping, untouched by 
the changing of the rat race above thes. 

"Can I help you, sir?" A gan he didn’t recognize had stopped beside hia. 

"No, just looking around. Have you seen Mr. Scott?" 

"He’s been gone a long tiae, sir. 

"Oh?" Kirk was surprised. It wasn’t like Scotty to leave at shift’s end, even if there was a party. ‘Well, 
I'll catch up with hia later." The aan looked at hia oddly, then nodded and walked away. Kirk watched hia, a 
little confused by his reaction, then shook his head and left. 

"Oh, Captain, co#ing to the gya?* 

Kirk stopped in his tracks. It had been years since Sulu had called hie that, and his heart felt waraed by the 
use of the one title he had cherished. ‘You not going to the party, Mr. Sulu?® 

Sulu’s face clouded. "Uh, nosir. I would like to but..." He looked down at the foil in his hands. ‘You 
see, uh..." 

Kirk chuckled. “But you need to practice. Chekov not with you?* 

"No, sir," grinned Sulu. "I’ve arrived at the understanding that he can’t be trusted. Put an idea in his 
head, a weapon in his hand, and you can kiss your life goodbye. 

"I know what you aean," Kirk said fervently. “Well, you’re probably saart not to cose. Parties are one of 
society’s abominations. They noraally serve to set people apart, not bring thea together. ° 

Sulu looked at hia long and hard, then nodded and turned away. 

Kirk stood for a few minutes feeling very alone. He had done everything he had set out to do, there was no 
longer any reason to put off attending the party. He walked back down the corridor, wishing that Spock was with 
hie. Most of the tise he enjoyed these get togethers, but attending Nogura’s retirement cereaonies had shaken hia a 
little. 

“Betting older, Kirk,” he said quietly. "You don’t like change any ore than Spock. Nogura has always been 
there, now he’s gone. Face up to it, life is change and you have to accept it.' 

The growing noise told hia the party was in full swing. Squaring his shoulders, he walked into the rooa with 
determination. At least Bones would be there..." * 


Thunderous applause broke into Kirk’s daydream. He looked up in surprise to see everyone in the vast hall on 
their feet, all smiling at hia and applauding vigorously. ‘What the...?° . 

"It’s tise for your speech, Adairal.* 

"Speech?" Kirk looked at the aan beside hia, a man who was familiar but whoa Kirk couldn’t place. 

The aide smiled patiently. He had been with Kirk for many years. He had not had the privilege of knowing the 
Adairal when he had been in his prime, when he had been aaking the legends that all of Starfleet knew. He served 
the old aan whose aind was aS sharp as a coaputer on eatters dealing with the running of Starfleet, but who somehow 
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lived in his own world, keeping his own company. It was obvious he had been there again, aissing aost of the 
cereaony that honored hia on this the day of his retireaent. He aotioned to the audience. ‘They are waiting, 
Adairal.® 

Slowly Kirk got to his feet, his aind coming back to the reality he hated. Knowing it was useless, he still 
looked around for McCoy, but, like the others, he wasn’t there. He walked forward and put his hands on the lectern. 
This was the last of the any hollow honors to come his way. “My friends," he began in a clear, strong voice. 

But they were not his friends - he had none, save those few who lived in his aeaory, Sulu dead in a senseless 
accient, a saber sunk through his heart. Uhura and the Enterprise had died saving a galaxy, a fitting tribute to 
both. Scotty had always sworn he would retire and die, and he had. Gentle, compassionate McCoy had died as he had 
lived, trying to save lives. Spock...Spock had shown hia what the sacrifice of love really was. He had never tried 
to replace these people, he knew he never could, 

*",.,and so, in conclusion, I would like to thank all of you for giving up your tiae and coaing here to honor an 
old aan. 

As the applause rose again, Kirk saw the lonely old aan standing in a crowd but this tiae he knew it was not 
Nogura, but hiasel#. Thousands had coee to honor hia, but even in that vast nuaber he was facing a future alone 
and, like Heihachiro Nogura had so @any years ago, James T. Kirk was feeling lost and aore than a little frightened. 


| Perfection : 
a 


The aind can be as a distorting airror 
Allowing only the perfect eeaory, 
Rejecting the harshness of reality. 

I stand now as I have so often, 

Watching perfection, 

Watching you. 

You are aS young, vital and alive 

As when first we eet. 

Only your luainous hazel eyes 

Show how life has changed you. 

We grew together, 

And I learned how it felt 

Not to be alone. 

Your lifespan is half aine 

Yet I am the one aging. 

You reaain perfection. 

The unifora, the surroundings do not change, 
Only the aan within. 

Each aorning ay eyes view the ravages of tiae 
In the cruel airror of reality, 

But in ay aind | see 

Not the spectre of death that claiaed you 
So long ago, 

But the unbleaished aeaory of 

Perfection. 
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